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Don't Wake Me Cause I'm Dreaming 
by thatwooshkai 
Summary 
What started out as simple rekindling of friendship has bloomed into 
something greater: the server's second platonic marriage, this time 


between Tommy and Purpled. 


The thing is, those two are the only ones who haven't seemed to figure 
it out yet. 


Notes 


Haha, me making a goldenduo fic out of a really dumb idea I had 
wonder what could go wrong 


Imk if theres any typos or anything anyways hope you enjoy 


First snow and new beginnings 


Purpled traces a gloved finger down the side of green stained glass, cracked 
and weathered from the explosion yet still standing strong. The glass beam 
is the only thing remaining of his UFO, a structural imprint that's doomed to 
crumble any day now. 


The teen's eyes sting, from the wind, the wind, so he squeezes them shut 
and wraps his arms tight around himself. Stupid winter weather. The cold 
infiltrates chinks in his armor, sending shivers down his spine and settling 
deep into his bones. 


God, Purpled wishes he had brought Dogchamp with him. What was he 
even trying to accomplish, coming back here alone? He aches now for some 
semblance of comfort, but there's nothing but cold, gray landscape and 
abandoned buildings for miles around. It's like being in a ghost town. 


A metallic click, click, click accompanies the first flakes of snow that began 
to fall, the one that was always present in Tommyinnit’s trotting walk. Part 
of Purpled hopes that since the other blonde hadn’t made his presence 
obnoxiously known yet, he’d be ignored and walked past. The other part 
prays Tommy will stop and talk to him. 


Sure enough, Purpled feels a presence sidle up to him and lean in as 
Tommy’s face enters his field of vision. “Hey, Purp, what’s going on?” 


The alien teenager flicks his wings and tightens his hold around himself as 
another gust sent shivers down his spine. He glances over at Tommy, who’d 
gone silent as he stares up at the empty space the UFO once occupied; 
mouth parted in a small “oh”. 


“Do you...” the demon hybrid awkwardly scuffs his sneaker against the 
ground, his metal foot making a little clang , muffled by the shoe’s fabric. 
“It’s cold out, do you want to stay at my house tonight?” Tommy’s voice 
fades out a little at the end, voice unsure. Purpled’s head snaps up violently, 
eyes blown wide with surprise. The two hold eye contact for a second, 
before Tommy tears his gaze away, tears pricking at the corner of his eyes. 
Oh no . “Fuck, man,” the blonde mutters, turning his back and anxiously 
starting to speedwalk away. No no no no no no no. “If the idea is so 
fucking repulsive to you. Bitch,” he tacks on, but a crack in his voice 
betrays how hurt he feels. 


No, I fucked it up, I fucked it up so bad- 


Purpled practically lunges after Tommy, fingers curling into the patched 
sleeve of his worn brown jacket. They stare at each other again, and this 
time, it’s Purpled that breaks his gaze away. “Thanks for offering,” he 
mutters. “Id... I'd like that.” He looks back up and hopes the demon hybrid 
got his message because there’s no way in hell he’s repeating that 
sentiment. 


Tommy’s grin is absolutely blinding, tugging his sleeve out of the alien 
hybrid’s grip so he could intertwine their fingers instead. “Let’s fucking go 
home then, Purpled!” 


Home. The word bounces around his head as he allows Tommy to drag him 
down the Prime Path. He never would’ ve associated that word with this 
place, much less this person. But when Tommy slows his pace to match 
Purpled’s and he feels a familiar wiry tail curl around his ankle, he thinks he 
can pretend. 


Home. They finally stop outside of Tommy’s dirt hut, where the snow has 
piled up a sizable amount and only the tips of the many front yard flowers 
peak above it. It’s really very pretty, and Purpled forces himself to focus on 
that as the snow seeps through the thin cloth of his sneakers, and he 
wonders if the joints of Tommy’s netherite prosthetic freeze up in the 
winter. 


Home . The inside of the dirt hovel is really much bigger on the inside than 
the outside, damn. There’s a big wall with a fireplace a little off to the side, 
with the door that leads behind it. On the side they’re facing, there’s a 
closed off area in the back with two doors, presumably bathroom and 
bedroom. Directly in front of them, there’s a coffee table with pillows for 
sitting, a futon and a couple beanbags spread out over a big, bright red 
carpet. It’s a place meant for socializing, he realizes. 


“Oi Connor!” Tommy’s yell startles Purpled out of his reverie, and the man 
in question, sonic onesie and all, pokes his head out from the door nearest 
the fireplace. 


“What is it,” he says dryly, then notices who his roommate is dragging 
along. “Oh hey, Purpled. I'll get the fire going, then I’m going to bed. Try 
not to be too loud,” he says, shooting a pointed stare at Tommy. 


“Oi dickhead! Quiet is my middle name!” The blonde snaps, but he leaves 
it at that in favor of tugging Purpled over the living area. “I'll get the stuff 
for hot chocolate, take your shoes off, you must be fucking freezing!” With 
careful consideration for the buglike wings that sprout from his back, a 
blanket is draped over him before Tommy rushes away to rifle through 
cabinets. 


Connor’s got one hell of a fire going, and Purpled feels himself slump 
against the coffee table as warmth slowly seeps back into his bones. He’s 
barely aware of what Tommy’s doing, till there’s a clink when a mug of 
steaming hot chocolate is set in front of him. 


The blonde teen plops down across from him, sipping his drink as the 
pointed edge of his tail taps rhythmically against his wrist. Purpled pulls 
himself into a sitting position, then nearly melts after tasting the hot 
chocolate. It’s incredibly sweet, and warm, and it sends a shudder of 
contentment down his spine. There’s a pleased rumble from across the 
table, and Tommy leans forwards. “Good, right? Techno taught me how to 
make it, you wouldn’t believe the kind of sweet tooth that man has-” 


Purpled continues sipping at his drink, allowing the demon hybrid’s 
ramblings to fade into the background. God, this is so nice. The warmth of 
the fire, the hot drink, the excited stories of good company- Purpled thinks 
Tommyinnit might be the best host in the world. And right now, in his 
sleepy and delirious state, he feel like he's home. 


It’s not long before the blonde in question gets up and comes around to sit 
next to him, steadying the alien hybrid’s swaying figure. “Do you want the 
bed?” he asks. “You're literally fucking asleep already.” 


“S’ fine,” Purpled slurs, his brain going fuzzy at the contact. 


And it is fine. It’s so fine, he feels more fine than he’s ever felt in his entire 
life. So Tommy begins talking again, albeit quieter, and the purple clad teen 
is out like a light before the subject can even be changed again. 


Outside, the first snow of the year ushers in a new beginning for two 
blondes. 


Five ovens and big plans 


Chapter Summary 


Purpled realizes something he should've a long time ago, and Tommy 
enlists the help of an old friend. 


Chapter Notes 
AYYYYY AND I'M BACK ALREADY 


I love this chapter. writing about Purpled and his kitchen was so much 
fun 


Imk if there's typos or anything 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The next morning, Purpled 1s about to take it upon himself to repay Tommy 
with breakfast, when it comes to his attention that there is a woeful lack of a 
kitchen in Tommyinnit and Connor Eats Pants’ dirt hovel. A crying shame. 


So as a sleep-addled demon hybrid tries to reattach his netherite leg, 
Purpled waves his coffee around erratically as he raves about his old 
kitchen in his UFO. 


“T had four ovens! Four, Tommy! My stove was calibrated so well I could 
heat it to an exact degree, but NOOOO, it had to go and get blown up! My 
knives! My pride and joy! Gone! I haven’t made scrambled eggs in so long! 
There’s no kitchen fit for their creation!” Tommy nods along aimlessly, 
fiddling with the straps on his leg and wincing when they pinch the flesh of 
the mid-thigh stump. 


The alien hybrid sets the mug down and narrows his eyes in betrayal. 
“You're not even /istening to me, are you?” 


“Kitchen’s gone, you’re devastated, scrambled eggs are the ambrosia of the 
gods yeah I get it big man,” Tommy recaps in one breath, finally breaking 
concentration to meet Purpled’s eyes. “I say we just rebuild it,” he says, 
before turning back to his leg. 


The purple-clad blonde stops and stares. And stares. And stares some more. 
Finally the circles stop spinning and he manages to choke out, “R-rebuild 
it?” 


Tommy looks up again. “Um, yes? Are you telling me the obvious fucking 
solution didn’t occur to you till this very second?” Purpled continues to 
stare, and that’s answer enough for the demon hybrid because he sighs 
dramatically and shakes his head; blonde hair shifting back and forth over 
his horns. “Okay, Purpled, you hopeless fuck, we’re going to build you a 
new UFO and this time we’ll install five ovens!” 


Purpled thinks he might cry, but no, no ! Mercenaries don’t cry, and they 
sure as hell don’t cry over the fact that someone wants to fuel their oven 
obsession! They don’t cry over someone wanting to rebuild their home with 
them! They don’t cry, period! 


Pushing his emotions back into a box, he takes a seat next to Tommy at the 
coffee table and they begin sketching the architecture for the new UFO. 


Working with Tommy was... an experience, to put it one way. 


He was surprisingly cooperative when it came to certain design choices, 
never stopping Purpled from sketching them in even when he made his 
disdain for them very clear . He always had an suggestion to throw in, and 
rarely complained when it was rejected; but on the flip side his smile was 
the biggest the teen had ever seen when an idea was accepted. 


Tommy could get a bit pushy though, when he was convinced the UFO 
needed it even as Purpled adamantly disagreed. Not to mention, the coffee 
table was very small and the distance between the blondes had been closed 
very quick . The entire session Tommy was practically on top of him, 


leaning over the paper for a better look or grabbing Purpled’s hand to add 
another detail. 


The contact burned and made his brain cloud up, but made him want to melt 
into Tommy and fall asleep; while also scaring the shit out of him. Purpled 
couldn’t decide whether he was okay with it or not, so he kept his mouth 
shut and brain focused on the project at hand. 


They spent the whole morning designing the dream home, Purpled even 
letting Tommy talk him into another toaster oven. By the time the two had 
stepped outside for the first time, the blueprints were safely stored in 
Purpled’s inventory while the supply list was brandished in Tommy’s 
hands. 


It’s stopped snowing, but three feet still remain that they have to awkwardly 
hop through before settling on the hardwood. Purpled makes a mental note 
to thank whoever had done the shovelling. “Okay!” the demon hybrid 
proclaims as they set off down the prime path, towards the strip mines. “I’m 
thinking we should make a stop by the Big Innit Hotel before we start 
mining, there’s someone I think can help us out there.” 


Knowing his track record with people on the SMP, Purpled is not 100% 
sure that whoever Tommy’s talking about will be willing to help them, 
much less hear them out at all. But, despite their disagreements in the past 
the other blonde had jumped at the chance to help him rebuild his UFO, so 
Purpled is willing to give a few of his ideas a chance. 


He doesn’t focus on the wiry tail curled around his ankle as they walk. 


When they arrive at the hotel, Tommy leads them away from the entrance 
and off to the left, immediately beginning to climb the scaffolding running 
up and down the side of the building like ivy. 


Now. Purpled’s not the biggest fan of heights. But there’s no way in hell 
he’s admitting this to Tommy-fucking-innit so he plants his feet at the base 
of the scaffolding and squints as he looks up, watching Tommy call to and 
begin to interact with someone. Is that... Sam? 


Before long, Tommy is swinging down the scaffolding and lands cleanly 
beside Purpled, who nearly jumps out of his skin at the sudden entrance. 
And okay- that’s definitely not Sam. 


The robot-looking Sam doppelganger lowers itself to the ground using 
rocket boosters on the bottom of its four paws, before settling comfortably 
and lifting a tablet. It opens its mouth and releases a chitter, while words 
appear on the screen. 


HELLO PURPLED! TOMMYINNIT TOLD ME YOU ARE 
BUILDING A HOME AND NEED HELP! 


Before Purpled can articulate his confusion about the whole situation, 
Tommy is speaking to the robot. “Yep! We’re making a UFO with five 
ovens! Right Purpled?” The blonde nods slowly at being addressed, still 
trying to wrap his head around this. “Oh shit, I forgot to introduce you! Sam 
Nook, this is Purpled! Purpled, Sam Nook!” 


“Sam Nook”, apparently, turns to him and releases another bright chitter. 


SAM PROGRAMMED ME TO PROTECT THE CHILDREN OF 
THE SERVER, SO IKNOW PURPLED, EVEN THOUGH THIS IS 
THE FIRST TIME WE’VE MET. PLEASED TO MAKE YOUR 
ACQUAINTANCE. 


“Uh, yeah, okay.” What is happening. 


Tommy seems completely unbothered by Purpled’s awkwardness, barrelling 
on. “Sam Nook helped me build the hotel! Of course, I did most of the work 
because I’m the biggest man on this server, but he’s nothing to scoff at.” 


INDEED. YOU ARE THE BIGGEST MAN. 


“Yeah, never forget it! Anyways,” Tommy turns to Purpled with shining 
eyes, “I asked him to help us build the UFO! It’ll go so much faster that 
way plus he’s fucking cracked at building!” 


The alien hybrid nods hesitantly. He supposes it can’t hurt to have an extra 
pair of hands around, especially since this is his home they’re rebuilding 
and it’ll go so much faster this way. “Yeah, okay sounds good.” 


Purpled didn’t think it was possible for Tommy’s smile to get bigger, but 
here he was getting proved dead wrong. They hash out some sort of plan 
with Sam Nook, then start to head to the strip mines for their supplies. 


It’s quiet for a bit, and Purpled finds he doesn’t mind the cold as much 
when he’s walking with Tommy. But the demon hybrid clears his throat, a 
sure sign he’s about to ask an awkward question. “So... how’d it happen?” 


“Hm?” 
“Your UFO. How did it just... stop existing?” 


Purpled pushes maniacal laughter and ear-shattering booms from his 
thoughts, forcing himself to give the barebones answer. “Quackity,” he 
mutters. 


Tommy stops and does a double take. “Big Q? Blew up your UFO ?” After 
a hesitant nod of confirmation, the blonde throws his hands up in their air 
incredulously. “What the fuck ?! He fucking- he fucking blew it up ?” With 
no warning, he rushes forwards and grabs Purpled’s hands tightly. “I’m 
gonna make him sorry he ever messed with you Purp. He can’t just... do 
something like that-” 


Purpled lets himself be dragged along the prime path, letting Tommy’s 
concern wash over him and make warmth pool in the base of his stomach. 


The wiry tail, now wrapped around his wrist, taps a steady yet fast pattern 
his heartbeat matches. 


He hates that he thinks he can get used to this. 
Chapter End Notes 
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A failed defense 


Chapter Summary 


Tommy tries to defend Purpled, but it only results in more hurt for 
both of them 


Chapter Notes 
*slams fist against the table* 
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and that chapter summary? 0000000000000000000000000000000h 
ominous 


Imk if there are any typos or anything 
cw: emotional abuse/manipulation 
See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Tommy wishes he could avoid this. But alas- he knows it’s in his best 
interest to bend to the newly revived Wilbur’s whims, so here he finds 
himself between Las Nevadas and Fort Big, pants rolled up and one leg in 
the water, the other metal one tucked under him. Quackity’Il be here soon, 
and then they can begin. 


Tommy closes his eyes when he feels Wilbur saunter up next to him. It’s 
beginning. 


“Quackity!” the revived man calls with way too much enthusiasm. 


“Wilbur,” the approaching duck hybrid sneers, the scarred side of his mouth 
curling up. 


Tommy zones out as they start to yell. This is a biweekly occurrence now, 
when Tommy comes to stay with his older brother in Fort Big and Quackity 
comes to try and convince him to join Las Nevadas. Normally he just 
ignores the two of them and doesn’t join either, but Quackity has incentive 
on his side this time around; too bad he doesn’t know it. 


Tommy thinks it might be nice to spend more time with Purpled outside of 
rebuilding his UFO. 


The demon hybrid opens his eyes and they trail a fish swimming by- it 
makes him think of his nephew. God, he hasn’t talked to Fundy for quite a 
while now, huh? Not since... not since L’Manberg blew up for the final 
time, right? Las Nevadas is sounding better and better. At least, the people 
are. There’s several there Tommy wants to reconcile or spend time with. 
Purpled, Fundy, Sam... and Tubbo had mentioned he’d started a new burger 
place there too right? He should go check it out. 


Tommy’Il go for Tubbo, definitely- but if his cooking’s anything like it was 
in early L’Manberg maybe it’d be best to pass on a burger. 


The blonde zones back into the fight, just in time to catch Quackity’s “Who 
blew up L’Manberg? Who blew up L’Manberg, Tommy? Wilbur can’t be 
trusted! I haven’t blown up anything-” 


“You blew up Purpled’s house.” Tommy doesn’t mean for it to slip out, but 
it does. Both men have fallen silent at the interruption, so he continues. 
“You blew up Purpled’s house, Q. You can’t just- you can't just do 
something like that!” 


The three stand there in silence for a moment, before Quackity throws back 
his head and /aughs . “I blew up his house ?” The duck hybrid shakes his 
head, the loose strands of hair from his beanie flipping over his face and 
ears. “That’s what he told you?” After a curt nod of confirmation, Quackity 
laughs again. “Oh, Tommy, Tommy, ZJommy . Don’t you know? Purpled 
blew up his house! His farm, too- everything short of his dog was destroyed 
by the boy’s own hand. You’re a fool to believe him.” 


Tommy was silent, staring unblinking at the man as the words made their 
way into his head. He... lied to me? 


He’s unaware of Wilbur, who’s slowly coming closer, Quackity following 
suit. “He’s trying to manipulate you, Tommy! He knows how fiercely loyal 
you are, and he wanted a bit of that! Do you pity him, Tommy? Did you 
offer to help him rebuild his home? That’s what he wants, Tommy. He 
wants your pity, your attention. It’s pathetic, really.” 


Tommy doesn’t know if Quackity is talking about Purpled’s scheme or the 
fact that he fell for it, but the word pathetic has sent his head reeling. 
Pathetic, pathetic, pathetic. 


He’s distantly aware of Wilbur, and the cold, bandaged fingers that begin to 
card their way through his hair. He can’t help but lean into it. Pathetic, 
pathetic, pathetic. 


“Quackity left,” his revived older brother murmurs. “It’s just you and me 
now, Toms.” The nickname makes the demon hybrid shiver and lean into 
Wilbur’s touch. “It’s sad, isn’t it? How you really can’t trust anyone not to 
hurt you.” 


Tommy hates himself for agreeing. 


Pathetic, pathetic, pathetic. 


Purpled prides himself on another successful outhouse built in Las Nevadas, 
and that’s filled his quota for now. He can finally take a break, while 
Foolish finishes up the rest of the structures they planned for. 


The outhouses were a good idea and Purpled had a lot of fun with Foolish, 
but he hates the name they’d garnered from it: Potty Duo. Really, couldn’t 
you have come up with anything better? 


The blonde’s communicator starts to ping as he picks his way between the 
chests in his tent, trying to find the one to drop his extra trapdoors in. the 


purple-clad teen pulls it out to reveal dm’s from... Quackity? 
Quackity: Purpled 

Quackity: Meet me at the top of the needle. Now. 

Okay, ominous much? 

Purpled: sure on my way 


He quickly stores the trapdoors then does a little hop-bounce thing back 
over the chests, before jogging up the sandstone steps towards the tower. 


Purpled hates the way the tower makes him feel- small and insignificant. 
It’s the tower where he created his contract with Quackity, putting on a 
brave face and acting like he was using the duck hybrid, rather than his 
fears about it being the other way around. 


He can’t think of a reason for being called up here. Maybe the man wants to 
check in on him, or something? Does he have a problem with the 
outhouses? That might be it, but had he contacted Foolish as well? It had 
been the Totem God’s idea in the first place, after all. 


When Purpled steps out of the water elevator and onto the Needle’s deck, 
Quackity is leaning over the balcony with a cigarette in his mouth. The 
duck wings on his back twitch when they sense the alien hybrid’s arrival. 
“Come over here, Purpled,” the man says around the cigarette, before 
puffing smoke into the midday air. 


“So 99 


“So.” Purpled leans against the white stained glass railing, his back to the 
open air before turning to look at his employer. Quackity puffs out more 
smoke before doing the same, a dangerous look on his face. “Tommy was 
here today, with Wilbur.” 


Purpled can’t help the grin that breaks out on his face. “Is he still here?” 


The duck hybrid lets out a low chuckle, and the teen’s smile drops in an 
instant. “No. They left earlier, after Tommy tried to ‘confront me’.” The 
ravenet’s voice takes on a dangerous tone, and Purpled feels ice in his 
stomach. “Where the fuck do you get off telling Tommy I blew up your 
house?” 


“T- well, technically I-” 


“No, no, vo ,” Quackity clucks disapprovingly. “ You blew up your house, 
remember that Purpled? I didn’t do shit to that little cabin or farm you built. 
You’re a little attention whore, you know that?” He pushes off the railing 
and begins to get closer, while the blonde starts to shrink away. “ You blew 
up your house. You did this to yourself. And I don’t ever want to hear 
another word out of Tommy of you trying to turn him against me ever again 
, got it? Las Nevadas needs him, and if I even get an inkling of you trying to 
sabotage that you won’t be a part of it when his day comes, got it ?” 


Quackity’s practically on top of Purpled at this point, his tobacco breath 
causing bile to rise in Purpled’s throat. He forces it back down. J will not 
throw up on the man that is threatening me. 


Even after the duck hybrid leaves, after his spotted gold wings have long 
since disappeared, Purpled stays scrunched in a ball on the deck of the 
Needle, back pressed to the stained glass. 


He can’t really remember how he got here, all he knows is that he craves 
the comfort and company of a certain blonde. 


Tommyinnit, however, does not show. 
Chapter End Notes 
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Waiting for someone to push you away 


Chapter Summary 

dogchamp is carrying this entire fic 
Chapter Notes 

dogchamp my beloved 
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See the end of the chapter for more notes 
This feels... weirder than it should. 


Purpled stands outside Tommy’s dirt hut (rather, he floats up and down with 
the nervous buzzing of his wings), the one he spent the most relaxing night 
of his life in. The one with the room made to have people in it, the one with 
the best hot chocolate he’s ever tasted. The one with company he feels so 
strange craving. 


Purpled shows up at the UFO at the ass crack of dawn every morning and 
gets to work. He and Sam Nook discuss plans and architecture and work on 
the base that’s already taking shape. 


It’s been three days. Tommy won’t show, and Sam Nook won’t talk, per 
request of the blonde. Purpled finds he’s not ashamed to admit that he 
misses him. So here he is, in front of his house. Knocking should be easy . 
But it’s not, and it’s cold, and the snow is melting into his sneakers and he’s 


been standing here for twenty minutes and Primes why can’t he just knock 
es 


Dogchamp nuzzles his pant leg as if to say, “Hurry up, get a move on!” 
Purpled leans down and rubs the giant dog’s head, before turning back to 
the door. Again, he raises his fist to it, before throwing his head back, hands 
on his face as he lets out a long, suffering groan. The alien hybrid curls into 


himself, unaware when Dogchamp pauses his attempts to nose his way 
between Purpled’s hands. He doesn’t notice when the door swings open, or 
when someone steps out and stares at him. That is, until: 


“You’ve been having a crisis for twenty minutes. What the fuck do you 
want.” 


Purpled’s eyes shoot open, and he immediately bounces back up to find 
himself face to face with Tommyinnit. He quickly shifts his gaze to a spot 
just above the other blonde’s left shoulder, but Tommy’s eyes remain on 
him, narrowed in annoyance. 


The alien hybrid clears his throat. “You haven’t been at the UFO build site 
the past couple days, I was beginning to think you might’ve forgotten me!” 
Purpled winces when his voice cracks on the last bit, gaze still downcast. 
Primes, please, dont say you've forgotten me. 


There’s a huff. “I’m a big believer in people cleaning up after their own 
fucking mistakes, bitch.” Purpled meets his eyes this time. Cerulean blue 
that swirls with... anger? “You blew up your house, didn’t you? Rebuild it, 
then. It’s...” Tommy makes a choked sound in his throat, and the alien 
hybrid shrinks away from the noise. The blonde shakes his head, and the 
purple-clad teen notices the tears that have pricked up on the edges of his 
eyes. There’s a beat of silence between them, before Tommy swings his 
head back up. “It’s really pathetic, y know? Asking me for help and 
blaming someone else just because you want attention? And it’s even more 
so, more pathetic that I believed you. Prime, I just-” 


The door slams shut in Purpled’s face. Attention, attention, you attention 
whore you do everything for attention- 


The alien hybrid spins on his heel and begins to speedwalk away from the 
house, trying not to focus on the burning in his eyes or the shake in his 
hands. /’m so pathetic. 


Purpled can’t articulate any proper thoughts, all he knows is that he cannot 
cry. When he suffered the worst defeat of his life in Bedwars he didn’t cry. 


When his UFO, his legacy, was wiped off the face of the server in seconds, 
he didn’t cry. Mercenaries don’t cry. Purpled doesn’t cry. 


So why does one closed door make him want to sob his heart out? 


The blonde is vaguely aware of Dogchamp nuzzling his hand, so he offers 
the dog a couple pats before continuing back towards the UFO build site. 
Fine. He’ll do it on his own, Prime knows he deserves it now. J didn t lie to 
Tommy, I didn t, but he thinks i did and he thinks I betrayed him and now 
I’m never going to talk to him again- 


It... it hurts more than it should. 


Purpled drowns himself in the monotony of the work. The UFO is coming 
along nicely, really taking shape. Tommy said house. It's just a technicality, 
yes, I blew up my own house. But Quackity- Quackity blew up my UFO. he 
just took advantage of a technicality. 


Purpled should go back. He should go back to that dirt hovel and explain 
the entire situation and then they could get back to work on the UFO and 
have hot chocolate and maybe maybe Purpled could ask Tommy for a hug- 


But he doesn’t. 


It was time for him to leave. Dogchamp has seen enough. 


All 300 pounds of giant alien dog trot away from the UFO build site, and 
although Dogchamp hates to leave Purpled while he’s hurting he needs to 
get this shit together because clearly neither of these boys will. 


Dogchamp has a plan. 


It’s nothing too complicated. There’s a hill- on the outskirts of the Greater 
SMP, green and grassy and alive . The checkered red and white blanket the 
dog drags up there fits nicely, and the little lanterns he summons cast the 
spot in an ethereal glow in the fading light of day. 


It’s going to start snowing again, blanketing the thin layer that melted in 
this area- so blankets are piled up around the edges, with enough space in 
the middle for the two to sit, comfortably pressed against each other. 


Dogchamp’s rather proud of himself for this spot. It’s its own little bubble 
of safety and comfort, and he kind of wants to just curl up between the thick 
blankets and fall asleep, forget the mission and relax . However! Purpled, 
his boy, is still hurting. He needs the comforts of this spot, the comforts of a 
person more than Dogchamp does. 


So the giant alien dog sets off again, to go fetch the blondes. He starts with 
Tommyinnit, who upon seeing him immediately drops to his knees and 
coos, babytalking Dogchamp as his rough palms rub against his fluffy 
cheeks. The adoration is coming off the teen in waves, and Dogchamp 
allows himself to relax into the crooning “big dog” and “such a good boy!” 
for a little- it’s nice! 


BUT! There’s still a mission that this particular dog has yet to complete! So 
he’s very happy when Tommy diligently follows him (after a bit where the 
blonde tried to figure out what the dog wanted), and he’s very excited about 
the absentminded way Tommy curls his tail around Dogchamp. Always 
touching, reassuring, and always scratching that sweet spot! 


Tommy doesn’t want him to go after he’s been settled in the blanket. But 
something Dogchamp admires about the demon hybrid is his ability to 
understand animals, even though he’s not an earth dog. He’s let go, and 
Dogchamp trots away into the rapidly falling night. 


Purpled is where Dogchamp left him, curled underneath the UFO’s base 
while he numbly yet methodically carves stone into bricks. He registers 
Dogchamp’s arrival with a small smile before turning back to his work, and 
no, that won’t do! 


Dogchamp shoves his way between Purpled and his work, sending the boy 
into a spluttering fit. “Dogchamp! You can’t just rub up against the stone 
cutter like that, you could hurt yourself-” 


The teen’s wings flutter in agitation, lightly smacking the dog’s back; but 
that doesn’t bother him! Dogchamp has a mission, and it does not involve 
stone bricks, so in an instant Purpled’s sleeve is caught in his teeth. His boy 
gives little resistance, but is obviously confused as his giant alien dog drags 
him down the Prime Path and through the half-melted slush. His wings 
shoot out for balance when he trips, but Dogchamp knows he’II be alright 
so he doesn’t stop. 


When they finally arrive at the picnic spot, the clinking of the purple collar 
alerts Tommy to their presence. The demon hybrid’s head snaps up, and his 
face falls a little when he sees who’s approaching. Purpled, however, offers 
a sheepish smile and a little wave, one that Tommy’s eyes linger over before 
returning belatedly. 


Dogchamp drags his boy over and throws him down, so he’s in the spot 
next to the demon hybrid, not an inch of space between the two. A floating 
lantern illuminates the surprise on both of their faces, and it’s almost, 
almost perfect! There’s just one thing missing... 


Dogchamp rushes off to find dinner. 


Jack Manifold swirls his iced tea in the thermos, taking his sweet time in 
putting on his shoes before heading out to the porch where his delicious 
spaghetti and meatball dinner is waiting for him- 


Jack drops to his knees, thermos rolling down the porch, long forgotten. A 
wail claws its way out of his throat, a heartbroken sob that can only be 
uttered by a man who has lost his spaghetti and meatballs. 


The sound tears its way across the server, reaching even the ears of two 
blondes that are locked in conversation, whispered apologies and shared 
unshed tears as miscommunications are cleared up. They both lift their 


heads to the sound, but are quickly distracted by the arrival of a certain 
Dogchamp and the steaming hot plate of spaghetti and meatballs he bears. 


It’s something out of a Disney movie, and Primes, it’s exactly what they 
both needed. 


An inconsolable Jack Manifold continues to cry well into the next morning. 
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Dogchamp 1s carrying this entire friendship. 


From the picnic by lantern and stolen dinner to him dragging Tommy to the 
build site the next morning, Dogchamp pushes his boys together till they do 
it themselves. 


And he thinks a nap is well deserved when both blondes burst into laughter 
over a fart joke, while Sam Nook searches all his databases to try and figure 
out why in Prime’s name that is funny . 


He falls asleep to the sounds of happiness. 

“Woah, woah, watch it |” 

“I’m trying, I’m trying! Just place the bricks already!” 

“T can’t fucking do anything when you’re gyrating about in the air!” 
Purpled floats away from the UFO, arms pinwheeling wildly while Tommy 


clutches onto his hood for dear life. The alien hybrid manages to steady 
himself enough for the other blonde to pull the stone bricks out of his 


inventory and place them, before yelling, “Well /’m sorry that my wings 
weren’t made to support the weight of someone on my shoulders!” 


Tommy places the bricks, tongue stuck out in concentration. He digs his 
fingers into the cracks for balance, then leans down so he’s speaking into 
Purpled’s hair. “This was your idea, prick!” 


Sam Nook chitters from below them, barely audible over the frantic 
buzzing of the purple clad teen’s wings. Both blondes look down and squint 
at the message displayed on screen. 


BE CAREFUL, BOYS! 


Tommy sticks his tongue out in a rather childlike fashion, which makes 
Purpled smirk. “Bitch could come up here and help us, maybe!” 


“Primes, you’re such a child, Tommy.” 


The blonde in question freezes, before offering back a yelled yet weak, “I’m 
not a fucking child!” 


“He is, he is!” Purpled calls with a laugh, oblivious to his companion’s 
discomfort. He spins them around in the air, while Tommy squeals in 
protest, which only makes the alien hybrid laugh harder. The demon teen 
drops his chest onto the purple clad blonde’s head with a death grip around 
his neck. “Sam Nook, back me up!” 


Sam Nook easily ignores him, which causes the alien teen to throw his head 
back with another peal of laughter- something which throws them way off 
balance and careening into a tree. 


Both boys are silent for a second, before breaking out in another round of 
giggles. Dogchamp raises his head, then, satisfied they aren’t dead, goes 
back to his nap. Sam Nook rockets himself into the air. 


ARE YOU BOYS OKAY? DO YOU NEED MEDICAL ATTENTION? 


“We’re alright, big man!” Tommy chokes out between giggles, before 
letting mock anger slip into his tone. “Are you sure you can’t rocket us into 


the air to make construction way fucking easier?” 


But the robotic creeper hybrid is already lowering himself to the ground, 
concerning himself with duties now that he’s satisfied they’re safe. 


Purpled’s about to make a snarky comment about Sam Nook’s wiring, when 
suddenly he feels Tommy excitedly tense up. Someone’s coming. 


From where his head is stuck between two branches, the alien can’t see 
who’s walking by, but he can feel Tommy’s body wildly waving and hears 
him call an enthusiastic hello. He forces his head out, and watches Jack 
Manifold sulk by in the direction of the Big Innit Hotel. The alien teen feels 
the demon hybrid above him slump, clearly let down by the lack of 
reciprocation of his greeting. 


His gaze flicks to Dogchamp, then something occurs to him. 


“Hey Tommy,” Purpled says, a plan slowly forming in his head. One that 
would make Jack Manifold like them, and wouldn’t involve having him 
lose a canon life for upsetting the demon teen. 


“Yeah?” 


“Does Jack like spaghetti?” 


“Ow, FUCK!” 


Purpled’s head snaps up at a velocity fast enough to break a normal 

human’s neck, to be met with the sight of Tommy bouncing around on one 
foot. The demon hybrid waves a hand back and forth, desperately blowing 
on it, while little bits of hot sauce spring from the bubbling hot concoction. 


The alien teen shakes his head fondly, which Tommy unfortunately 
manages to catch sight of, because he immediately lanches into a tirade. 
“Tt’s not funny, bitch! I’m the BIGGEST MAN and that clearly didn’t hurt 
whatsoever , but I bet you’d think it was real funny if I dunked your hand in 
the hot water, PRICK!” 


Purpled ignores him. Instead he focuses on cooking spaghetti, pulling out a 
piece and throwing it to Dogchamp for analysis. The 300 pound mound of 
fluff snatches the pasta out of the air with hesitation, then nods his approval. 
The alien teen picks up the pot to go strain it, before addressing his cooking 
partner (who is still screaming). “Tommy, are the meatballs ready?” 


The blonde abruptly stops yelling, turning quickly to check on the pot he’d 
been manning. He dips a spoon in and tastes the sauce, even dropping a bit 
on the floor for Dogchamp. He nods, then reaches for a bowl to put the dish 
together. 


There’s a loud crash , and Purpled whips around to see Tommy and 
Dogchamp with the exact same guilty expression on their faces, staring 
down at a shattered plate. The alien teen lets out a long suffering sigh that 
he desperately tries to hide the affection in. “Guys, we promised Niki we 
wouldn’t ruin her kitchen!” 


“Technically!” Tommy starts, leaning down to pick up the bigger pieces of 
porcelain and throw them out, “‘a plate is not her kitchen.” Well. Purpled 
supposes he can’t argue with Tommyinnit logic, as long as he’s cleaning up. 
Plus, he hasn’t eaten all day and the food smells really good, so the blonde 
supposes he can let it slide this time. 


What Niki doesn’t know won’t hurt her. 
Okay. He really hopes she doesn’t notice the lack of one plate’s presence. 


As Purpled strains the pasta and shakes the colander a bit, he smiles at the 
scene he knows is unfolding behind him: Dogchamps snaps pieces of 
meatball out of the air, Tommy giggling quietly every time he jumps for 
one. It’s... it makes Purpled’s heart feel fuzzy to see the demon hybrid 
shower his dog with unconditional love. 


The two scoop pasta into a plate and garnish it with a healthy serving of 
sauce and six meatballs, then cover it because they’re going to eat first, 
obviously . 


The boys (and dog!) find themselves back on the hill from the other night, 
the blanket inviting and dry among the wet snow that is, again, seeping into 
Purpled’s sneakers. Primes, he really should invest in a better pair. 


The two sit down to enjoy their meal, chewing in silence before Tommy 
puts his plate down and clears his throat. “Y'know... Puffy says I should 
communicate with people more.” Purpled nods to let the teen know he’s 
listening, noting the way Tommy pronounces communicate with all the 
syllables drawn out way longer than they need to be. 


“So. In that case... I didn’t like what you said earlier.” 


Purpled stops eating to look up at Tommy, who 1s picking apart the loose 
threads at the edge of the blanket and decidedly not looking at him. The 
alien hybrid reaches a hand over to still the demon hybrid’s, then nods for 
him to continue. 


Tommy takes a deep breath. “When you called me a child... well, Prime, 
that’s exactly how Wilbur used to do it.””, Tommy’s eyes aren’t their usually 
bright cerulean, instead they’ve faded to a stormy gray; dulled by 
something haunting Purpled could never understand. A humorless laugh 
rips its way out of the demon hybrid’s throat. “Prime, that’s exactly how he 
said it in the void.” 


Purpled freezes. He has a vague idea of what Tommy’s talking about, dying 
then being revived with never-fading bruises, a white streak in his hair, and 
more trauma than one person should ever go through. The alien hybrid 
gives another reassuring squeeze to Tommy’s hand, who suddenly flinches 
from the contact- a reflex that causes Purpled to do the same. 


Dogchamp isn’t here to push them back together. All there is is the two of 
them, and a lunch that’s growing cold. 


It’s a minute before Purpled settles back down, picking up his plate and 
pushing another forkful into his mouth. “Okay. PII... Pll be sure not to 
make comments like that then.” 


There’s a beat of silence, only broken by the slurping of spaghetti. The alien 
hybrid puts his empty plate to the side and 1s about to get up before- 


Oh. OH. 
Tommy’s hugging him. 


Purpled’s skin burns every place Tommy touches him. His brain is mush, 
and the alien teen completely melts into the embrace. He feels bandaged 
fingers run through his hair and sweet nothings make their way to his ears, 
and oh- oh primes he’s going to cry. 


No no no no vo . Mercenaries don’t cry. Purpled doesn’t cry. And he sure as 
hell won’t cry because of a stupid fucking hug from the best hugger in the 
whole damn world, apparently. 


Purpled fists the back of Tommy’s shirt, pulling himself further into the 
embrace and hiding his face and damp eyes (no, he’s not crying, shut up ) in 
the crook of the demon hybrid’s neck. 


They stay there for a while. Long enough for both of them to completely 
relax into each other, rocking back and forth and murmuring confessions of 
nothing in particular. It’s... it’s really nice. 


Eventually they break apart, and the silence that follows is a comforting 
one. They’re both content not to break it, then something shiny catches 
Purpled’s eye. “That’s a really nice ring.” 


Tommy lifts his hand, and the gold band reflects the light gorgeously. “You 
like it? It’s one of a matching set, Techno made it for me.” 


“Yeah, it’s really cool looking, but hey wait you don’t have to do that-” 


But Tommy’s already jimmying the ring off his finger, and plops it into 
Purpled’s hand. “There. It’s yours now.” 


“But- but your brother gave this to you, I can’t take it!” 


“T told you, it’s part of a matching set. I can just wear the other one. Plus, 
back when we all used to live together that pink-haired prick absolutely 
showered us in gold jewelry. This is nothing, really. Take it, bitch.” 


And so he does. Purpled lifts his hand up so the sun catches the ring, and 
through his fingers he sees the light make Tommy’s smile somehow 
brighter. He can’t help but feel his own grin begin to creep up onto his face. 


And then. 
“Oh shit, Jack’s spaghetti!” 


The blondes stand awkwardly in the lobby of the Big Innit Hotel. They’ ve 
been here for five minutes, and Jack still hasn’t acknowledged their 
presence. Both boys have tried speaking up, only to be cut off with a loud 
and tortured moan. 


It’s getting kind of annoying. 


Tommy rocks back and forth on his heels and the alien boy is fiddling with 
his new ring. They’re waiting for a break in the sobbing so he can try again, 
but Purpled is done. 


“Fuck this,” he mutters, before snatching the plate and slamming it down on 
the desk. “Primes, Jack, shut up! We brought you spaghetti!” 


At the mention of the pasta dish, the man’s head snaps up and he says in a 
quiet yet awed voice, “Really?” 


This was a bad decision. “This is pasta-bly the greatest gift I’ve ever 
received!” Both boys cringe visibly, but it goes ignored. “It’s pasta-tively 
amazing!” He does not plan on stopping anytime soon. 


By the time Jack’s finished blessing the dish with bad pasta puns and finally 
pulled off the cover to eat it, Tommy and Purpled are long gone. 


However, a familiar dog stalks outside the hotel, with a mission in mind. 
Jack Manifold remains blissfully unaware for the time being. 


A familiar scream echoes across the server. 
Mission complete. 
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Purpled has made tens of jokes about how clingy Tommy is (everyone who 
knows him has, he and Tubbo were practically attached at the hip for a 
while) but never once had he expected that clingyness to be directed 
towards him . 


But here he 1s, at the UFO build site in the late afternoon, and, oh, it looks 
like it’s going to snow again soon. 


“ Purpled , you clearly don’t need to go to wherever the fuck you’ re trying 
to run off too!” 


Ah yes. And Tommy is sitting prone on the slushy ground (his prosthetic 
leg was irritating the stump after hours of use, the demon hybrid had said 
the cold made it feel better. It didn’t stop Purpled from cringing at the wet 
stain that slowly crept up the demon hybrid’s clothes, however- being wet 
and cold was the worst feeling ever , why in Prime’s name would someone 
subject themselves to that wi/lingly- ), clinging onto the alien teen’s legs. 
It’s actually a bit adorable and Purpled loves the attention, but, he 
reiterates: 


“Tommy, I have to go to work. At Las Nevadas? It’s money, which we need 
, since we’re building a house!” 


The demon blonde grumbles out complaints, then his head snaps up, 
cerulean eyes glowing with a new idea. “What if... I just went with you?” 


“No. No no no no no no ,” Purpled admonishes, reaching down to cup 
Tommy’s cheeks in his gloved palms. The gold ring brushes against the 
demon hybrid’s jaw, because he’d decided to wear it over his glove (and 
he’d noticed that this morning, Tommy had been wearing a matching gold 
band. It filled the alien teen’s chest with a warmth he couldn’t describe), 
then he tilts his chin up so magenta meets cerulean. “Tommy. I can’t bring 
you to Las Nevadas. Quackity s there. Remember what happened last 
time?” 


Purpled immediately regrets this statement as he watches the other blonde 
look away and grimace, tail unraveling from his leg in favor of swishing 
back and forth in the air. He closes his eyes and tries to convince himself 
it’s a necessary evil. 


“IT know, Purp. But I want to come with you. Plus,” Tommy says, eyes 
opened and sparkling with mischief, “if anything happens, we’ll have 
Dogchamp to protect us.” 


The alien teen laughs at that, despite his doubts about how well his dog will 
be able to protect them against a short man’s manipulative tactics. But, 
Purpled finds himself nodding his agreement, and his heart soars when 
Tommy completely lights up. 


The demon hybrid grabs the other blonde’s hands off his face in favor of 
intertwining their fingers, before bouncing once then using Purpled to yank 
himself up into a standing position. They both yelp as Tommy tumbles 
forwards, unsteady on only one leg. 


“Sam Nook!” the demon teen calls to their robotic companion, who’s 
branching from the foundation and beginning to set in the outer walls. Sam 
Nook turns to them and chitters, holding up his tablet. 


IS THERE SOMETHING YOU BOYS NEED? 


“We’re going out tonight, to Las Nevadas! Purpled’s showing me where 
he’s working, and then we’re going to gamble and do other illegal shit!” 


HAVE FUN, THEN! SHOULD I CONTACT SAM AND TELL HIM 
YOU’ RE COMING? 


The purple clad teen cringes a bit. Don’t get him wrong, Sam is great, but 
it’s probably best that he remains ignorant to Tommy’s sentiments. Beside 
him, the blonde in question makes a face, something resembling a pout; but 
with a dark look in his eyes. The alien teen notices the smidge of bitterness 
that slips into his response. 


“No thanks, big man. We’ll be just fine on our own.” 
OKAY THEN. DON’T STAY OUT TOO LATE. GOODNIGHT BOYS! 


“Goodnight Sam Nook!” the two chorus, before hobbling on three legs to 
get Tommy’s prosthetic. Despite the dangers to their mental health that 
come with their destination, Purpled can’t help but be excited that Tommy 
wants to be a part of his life, and everything that comes with it. It’s... nice. 


Primes, everything about Tommy is so nice. 


“Big P, I can see you thinking sappy thoughts over there and that’s pretty 
gross. C’mon, let’s go!” Before he can react to anything in that sentence, 
the demon hybrid has smacked him on the shoulder and taken off in the 
direction of the fake desert. 


Purpled grins and taps Dogchamp’s head, before letting his wings lift him 
into the air and zooming off after his friend. 


Quackity would recognize Tommy’s walk anywhere. The click click click of 
his prosthetic leg is something every older brother figure on the server is 
aware of, so when the duck hybrid hears it from his place atop the needle, 
he’s immediately gliding down to meet the rambunctious blonde. 


He’s met with the sight of two more blondes than he bargained for, 
however. 


It’s actually kind of funny. Purpled is standing in front of Tommy, covered 
head to toe in Charlie Slimecicle’s goop, the man having tried going 
through the teen in his pursuit of Tommy’s friendship. The demon and the 
slime are animatedly talking, while the alien looks extremely skeeved out 
and... oh, he looks as though he’s about to cry. 


BUT! Tommy is here, and Quackity is nothing if not an opportunist. He 
snaps his suspenders, and walks jauntily towards the trio. He’s immediately 
fixed with a glare from Purpled, one that he easily ignores, because oh, 
Tommy’s looking at him! 


“Hey big Q! Who’s this... uh... fucking goopy guy, I guess?” the demon 
hybrid looks at Charlie again for confirmation, and is met with a vigorous 
nod that splatters more slime onto Purpled’s face. The alien teen scrunches 
it up, disgusted, and Quackity stifles a laugh. 


“That’s right! I do goop ! I’ve got so many bones, want to see?” In the 
classic Charlie Slimecicle fashion, the slime yanks one of his bones out and 
waves it at Tommy, and both the blonde and Dogchamp follow it with their 
eyes in fascination. Purpled, however, is this close to scrunching his facial 
features out of existence. 


“So, Tommy! This is my associate, Charlie Slimecicle!” The duck hybrid 
waves towards the slime, who reaches a slimy hand forwards. “Dap me 
up!” 


“Uh, okay.” The demon blonde smacks the hand, effectively going through 
it, but Charlie is clearly satisfied as he lets out a squeal of pleasure that 
nearly knocks Purpled over. Oh look, the slime is vibrating! 


“What brings you to Las Nevadas, Tommy?” Quackity’s singular focus is 
the teen, directing him to walk away while his alien companion tries and 
fails to separate himself from the bright green goop. 


“I’m here because I wanted to see where Purpled worked!” Tommy says, 
waving his hand around. The duck hybrid catches sight of a gold band done 
in a familiar style. He squints at it, while the blonde continues talking 
animatedly. “I was hoping maybe I could do some gambling and illegal shit 
too, just for shits and giggles, y know? OOH, Big Q, do you sell drugs 
here?” 


The ravenet shakes his head fondly, ignoring the buzzing of wings behind 
him. “We have all that and more, Tommy! Actually, except for the drugs, 
we don’t have those- but everything else 1s here!” He spins on his heel and 
their eyes meet- crazy vs curious. “Now, if you just joined Las Nevadas-” 


“Nope!” Purpled interrupts, grabbing Tommy’s wrist and pulling the boy 

into his chest, the remaining bits of slime making a squelch when squished 
between the two. Quackity’s eyes flick to the alien teen’s hand, to the gold 
band on his finger. “He’s only here for a tour, given by me , and that’s all.” 


Oh. OH. 
“We’re going.” 


“Thanks for letting us look around, Big Q! I can’t promise I won’t fuck 
anything up, though!” 


Quackity just stands there, dumbfounded as the two boys bounce off, 
followed by his enthusiastic slimy employee. 


Those rings are the work of Technoblade . He remembers seeing them 
during the whole butcher army fiasco- the man had been in the middle of 
welding jewelry when they’d shown up at his doors. But those particular 
rings- that was a matching set. And that could only mean ONE THING. 


The duck hybrid spins on his heel, off to find an anarchist. 


Technoblade is having a rather relaxing evening. 


He has a good book and a warm drink, curled up next to Steve by the 
fireplace. Phil’s not over tonight, so the house is silent save for their 
occasional breathes and the crackling of fire. 


Technosoft! Technosilent! 

E 

Oof lmao spaghetti is GONE 

Steve is so cute, pog! 

There’s someone at the door. 

Oh yeah. And chat’s here too. Wait, what was that last one? 


Suddenly, there’s a knock at the door. Techno’s going to kill whoever dares 
disturb him this day. 


Ooh, scary 
Blood for the blood god! 


The piglin hybrid slowly pushes himself up as another, more impatient 
knock rings out. He draws a sword and doesn’t hesitate in swinging open 
the door and placing the blade to the solicitor's neck. It’s... Quackity? 


“Thank Primes, it’s fucking freezing ,” the duck hybrid growls, completely 
ignoring the blade to his neck and shouldering his way into the cabin. 
Techno just stares, dumbfounded. “Close the door, idiot!” 


Techno complies with a bit more force than necessary, causing Quackity to 
jump. The sword’s tip is back at his neck again in a second, and this time he 
notices. 


“What are you doing here, Quackity ? You want me to put another weapon 
through your face? Or maybe you need another job, but after barging in on 
me like this it’s unlikely you’ll be leaving here better off than you came-” 


“Since when are Purpled and Tommy married?” The ravenet interrupts, 
glaring up at the pink-haired warrior. 


Technoblade freezes. “What.” 

Tommy’s MARRIED? !?! 

Isn't that the guy you fought at the Red banquet with? 

BABY BOY IS ALL GROWN UP 

Lmao rip he’s married and didn’t even tell you 

MARRIAGE POG 

WE WEREN’T INVITED TO THE WEDDING NOOOOOOO 


Techno puts his hands over his ears and pushes, growling at Chat to shut up 
so he can focus on the news that was just dropped on him. 


Quackity seems to be oblivious to his condition, however. “What do you 
mean, * what’? The rings they’re wearing are your handiwork! Clearly you 
made them for them!” 


“Quackity,” Technoblade snarls, causing the duck hybrid to flinch. “I knew 
nothing about this. Are you completely sure about this?” 


“Yes... mostly.” 


Techno lets out a long and tortured sigh as Chat explodes, begging to see 
Tommy and his new husband. The anarchist reaches out and swishes his 
cloak over his shoulder dramatically. Quackity pouts, unimpressed. “Time 
to do some reconnaissance. We need to be sure.” 


He heads towards the door, plopping the crown on his head, but sticks an 
arm out to stop Quackity before he can leave. “Don’t think Ill be forgetting 
this,” he growls, and the ravenet nods vigorously. 


The two step out into the tundra. 


Punz swings their arms lazily as they walk down the Prime path. They can 
smell the chill in the air, it’s going to snow again soon. 


Suddenly, two brightly colored individuals sitting extremely conspicuously 
in some bushes catch their eye, and hey, is that Purpled? 


Punz waves to their brother, who leans over the side of his half-built UFO 
and waves back enthusiastically. Oh, that ring is new. And Tommy’s here 
too! Punz waves again, before heading towards the bushes once the 
teenagers’ backs are turned. The mercenary plops beside Quackity and 
Technoblade, the smaller of whom jumps at their sudden appearance. 


“Hey guys. Why are we spying on my brother?” 


“Because he and my little brother are apparently married ,” Technoblade 
growls, not bothering to look at them. Punz’s brain short circuits a little. 
Purpled? Married ? Since when? Also, when did he get that new ring? 


Oh. OH. 


“Oh Primes, my brother got married and he didn’t te// me !”” Both Techno 
and Quackity’s heads snap over, just to witness the white-clad mercenary 
burst into tears (mercenaries don’t cry, their ass . This is an event that 
deserves it). “It’s the egg, the egg! I pushed him away and hurt him and 
now he can’t even trust me with something so important I-” the sobbing 
becomes incoherent. Quackity awkwardly rubs circles on their back, trying 
to comfort them. Techno just stares, determined to ignore the stinging in his 
eyes and the tears building up at the edge of them. The duck hybrid has 
silent tears streaming down his face too. 


Up above them, two blondes laugh and shove each other around, 
completely oblivious to three brothers crying in a bush; and the chaos that 
this event will unleash upon the server. 
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Technoblade will admit that maybe maybe he feels a /ittle bit guilty for 
leaving Quackity and Punz sobbing in a bush outside Tommy and his 
husband’s build site (what was his name again? Purple, right?) but there 
were bigger fish to fry right now. 


For example, a Syndicate meeting being called to break the news. Techno 
can assume Phil wasn’t invited, Tommy hasn’t talked to either of them for a 
while. But Niki and Ranboo? The enderman teen is one of the blonde’s best 
friends, and he and Niki are on good terms, right? Tommy would no doubt 
not want anyone else to cater the desserts for his wedding, right? So they... 
they definitely got invited. 


Technojealous! 
Lmao didn’t get invited to the wedding 
Do you think they had ice cream cake? 


E 


ICE CREAM CAKE POG 
Rip bedrock bros 
I think you might be wrong, actually. 


Techno ignores the voices chorusing in his head, making an effort to 
especially push that ominous voice that shows up sometimes out. It’s 
helpful, sometimes, but right now he’s not feeling it’s creepy “ I know 
literally everything ” attitude. 


The pig hybrid steps up to the edge of the lava pit, pulling his clothes close 
and splashing a fire res potion so they don’t burn too much. Ignoring Chat’s 
cries of “ Do a flip! ” Techno jumps hooves-first into the lava pit and lands 
smoothly in the water, continuing along through the hideout. 


Stepping into the Syndicate meeting room, he sees that the rest of the group 
is here. Phil is preening his wings, Ranboo is chewing on their tie, and Niki 
is sitting mostly still except for her fingers, which tap a familiar but 
unidentifiable beat on the table. 


All their heads raise when Techno enters the room, his hooves going clop 
clop clop and alerting them. He takes his seat at the table, and the rest of the 
Syndicate sit up and wait for the anarchist to start the meeting. Ranboo still 
has his tie in his mouth. 


Lmao look at enderboy 

I still want ice cream cake 

Technoserious 

Blood for the blood god 

Techno gives his head a little shake, just to make chat shut up before fixing 


a glare on Ranboo and Niki. “When were you going to tell me Tommy got 
married?” 


There’s a beat of silence, before three voices shout all at once. “Tommy got 
MARRIED ?!?!” 


The absolute explosion of noise in the room as the other three members of 
the anarchist group express their disbelief is not something Techno was 
anticipating. Ranboo looks like he’s going to cry, chewing on his tie while 
mumbling to himself- he wasn’t invited either? But isn’t Tommy one of his 
best friends? And Niki- she looks like she’s going to kill someone, shouting 
something about cakes? 


Techno slaps his hands over his ears and curls into himself, in a futile 
attempt to quiet the din in his head. Primes, who knew something like 
fucking cake would set them off so /oudly ? 


Oh. And Phil’s crying now, too. 


If someone had walked in the room just then, in one corner they’d see a 
giant pig hybrid lying in fetal position with his hands clapped over his ears, 
a young enderman hybrid with their tie hanging out of their mouth, 
mumbling incessantly about marriage. In the other corner, a young woman 
with short pink hair is on top of the table, kicking at it and screaming about 
cake while a blonde immortal with broken crow’s wings sobs, occasionally 
yelling “MY SON!” before going back to wailing incoherently. 


In retrospect, the Syndicate was happy they’d decided to soundproof the 
base. 


Ranboo, on their way to Snowchester, was reading the entry he’d written in 
his memory book after the Syndicate meeting. Jommy got married, didn t 
tell anyone. Everyone cried. My tie is ruined. 


Definitely the weirdest meeting they’d ever had, and despite their memory 
issues this one had stuck with him. Probably because of the fact that one of 
his best friends had gotten married , and hadn’t even told him? 


Belatedly they wondered if Tommy had gotten married like Ranboo and 
Tubbo had- sneaking into Church Prime late at night, no one but Enderchest 
as their witness to sign a marriage certificate that the goat hybrid for some 
reason had just had lying around. 


It’s a night Ranboo always wants to remember, so they make sure to always 
reread that particularly descriptive entry several times a day. 


Suddenly, just as he approaches the walls of Snowchester, it dawns on the 
teen that he has no idea who Tommy is married to. 


It’s got to be another minor, right? Yeah, definitely. But who else on the 
server is around their age? Ranboo flips frantically through their memory 
book, not noticing he’s standing on his doorstep already. There’s nothing, 
nothing, who could Tommy possibly be matried to? 


Ranboo’s only half listening when his husband opens the door and ushers 
him inside. Tubbo is patient as they continue flipping and muttering, 
heading to the kitchen to make tea and offering a yelled greeting instead of 
asking about what he’s looking for. 


The enderman hybrid mindlessly wanders into the kitchen, where he sits 
down and places his memory book on the counter, continuing his previous 
action. Tubbo leans forwards on the counter and pushes lavender tea before 
his husband. “So... Michael’s in bed, you arrived just at naptime. What are 
you searching for?” 


Ranboo flips to the last empty page of the book before starting over again. 
He takes a sip of the tea before acknowledging Tubbo’s question. “There 
are other minors on this server besides you, me and Tommy, right?” 


Their husband blinks. “Yeah, there’s Purpled. He’s like an alien hybrid, with 
big bug wings and for some reason he’s always wearing that purple hoodie. 
You know, a while back Tommy and I were convinced it was surgically 
attached to his body-” 


“That makes him the prime candidate for Tommy’s husband, then.” 


Tubbo stops talking abruptly, staring at Ranboo, who’s scribbling this 
development down in his memory book. “That makes him the what ?!” 


“Prime candidate for Tommy’s husband,” the teen reiterates. “Techno 
dropped the news on me today. I didn’t know he got married, did you? 
Techno was all torn up about not being invited to the wedding, I think. I 
wasn’t either, so I was thinking that maybe he did the same thing as us? But 
I figured Tommy would obviously marry another minor and since there’s 
only one other minor it stands to reason that he married this Purpled, right?” 


Tubbo stays silent during Ranboo’s entire shpiel, not bothering to interrupt 
the enderman hybrid as anger and betrayal darken his features. “I can’t 
fucking believe him!” he snaps, slamming his fists on the counter and 
startling Ranboo enough that he topples off the chair. “He fucking got 
married and he didn’t fucking tell me ?” 


“We didn’t tell him,” his husband points out. 


“Because he was in prison ! I don’t see obsidian walls surrounding us, do 
you?” 


They choose not to answer the question, but Tubbo doesn’t care. No. Back 
in the early days of L’Manberg, when it was nothing but a van, a plot of 
land and a couple trees, Tubbo and Tommy had discussed what they would 
do if they ever got married. Tommy had boldly claimed the goat hybrid as 
his best man, with a huge ceremony and the greatest red and black suit 
you’d ever seen. Tubbo had enthusiastically helped plan it, from the 
fourteen layer ice cream cake to the seating arrangements to the music. It’s 
one of his fondest memories, and now Tommy goes and gets married 
without felling him ?!?! 


It’s enough to make Tubbo’s fingers itch for the button that activates his 
nukes, just to be able to channel his anger into something destructive. 


But then- a knock rings through the house. 


Tommy had woken up this morning in a fantastic mood. 


After working on the UFO, Purpled had had to go to work that day so 
Tommy decided what better way to spend his evening than surprising his 
best friends and his nephew with a visit? A perfect plan that had no flaws- 
they hadn’t seen each other for a while and the demon hybrid 1s practically 
bouncing as he makes his way to Snowchester, mapping out the evening in 
his head. 


Once he gets to their door, Tommy knocks and is a little worried when 
Tubbo doesn’t answer immediately, like he usually does. Maybe he’s not 
home? 


Just in case, the blonde goes to knock again but the door swings open in 
that exact second. The teen goes to give a greeting that matches his mood, 
but Tubbo cuts him off. “Hey, Tommy. What the fuck.” 


The demon hybrid blinks. This was supposed to be a fun little surprise visit, 
why is there that much venom in Tubbo’s voice. Primes, his voice hasn’t 
sounded like this since... since... 


Since he exiled me. 


Tommy’s breathing quickens a bit as the goat hybrid continues. “I thought 
we had a plan! I thought we were supposed to tell each other everything! 
But no, you went behind my fucking back! I just... it really hurts, Tommy.” 


Oh Primes, there’s betrayal in his eyes. What did I do wrong, what did I 
fucking do wrong? I’ve done everything right today, today’s been so good, 
when did I fuck up when did I hurt him- 


“Go home.” The door shuts in his face. 


Tommy dazedly turns from the door, towards the gates of Snowchester. 
What did I do wrong? 


Everything was so perfect today, but that’s it, I should ’ve known it would ’ve 
all come crashing down. I can t- I can t- what did I do? How did I hurt him? 


I havent talked to him for a bit, I cant think of anything, unless thats it? 
Was Tubbo upset that I didn t reach out? But then he would’ve been happy 
that I showed up, right? Primes, this is so fucking confusing ! 


Tommy’s thoughts only spiral further and further into darker places as his 
legs mindlessly carry him towards the primary source of comfort his brain 
has latched onto. 


Purpled was feeling clingy today (not that he’d ever admit it), so he 
managed to coerce Quackity into letting him off work a bit early so he 
could surprise Tommy back at the UFO. Strangely, Quackity had just 
agreed , but not without being super weird about it. But Purpled can 
overlook that, because he’s on his way back to his favorite blonde and dog! 


Maybe Dogchamp will have some of that spaghetti he keeps bringing from 
seemingly nowhere. 


Once he reaches the build site, the alien hybrid flies himself up to the 
UFO’s empty shell, and sees Tommy approaching from a distance, so he 
quickly vaults out and glides down to meet the demon teen. 


Once he gets close though, it’s plain to see that something’s clearly wrong. 
Tommy is hunched in on himself, tail curling tightly around his flesh leg 
and his eyes have dulled to an empty gray. Purpled rushes forwards and 
reaches out tentatively, as to not freak out the boy. But the blonde doesn’t 
react, so the alien teen wastes no time in pulling him into a hug and rocking 
them back and forth. 


It takes a minute, but Tommy eventually relaxes into the embrace, before 
beginning to blubber. “Tubbo- h-he hates me now! I-I-I don’t- I don’t know 
what I did wrong, he hates me, he fucking hates me-” 


“Oh no,” Purpled murmurs, carding his fingers through the demon hybrid’s 
hair and guiding them to a bench so he can basically pull the younger into 
his lap for maximum comfort. “It’s okay, I’m sure it was just a 
misunderstanding-” 


“He’s my best friend, we should be able to work things out!” Tommy cries, 
before burying his face deeper into Purpled’s hoodie. The alien hybrid can’t 
help but feel a pang of jealousy at the sentiment, but he’s quick to remind 
himself that hes the one comforting Tommy, fess the one with the blonde 
curled tightly in his arms, hes the one who had been turned to for security 
and validation. 


“T’m just a bad person, I push everyone away-” 


“Oh, no no no, ” Purpled interrupts Tommy’s spiraling, barely aware of the 
snow that’s begun to fall. “No, you’re not a bad person. You’re such a 
wonderful person, Tommy, you’re the best! You offered to help rebuild my 
legacy and you gave me a place to stay that night and you made me hot 
chocolate and you make me laugh and you defended me against Quackity 
and primes, I could talk all day about how good of a person you are, 
Tommy. I’m sure it’s just a misunderstanding.” 


The demon blonde breaks into another round of tears, and Purpled pulls him 
closer, resting his chin atop the golden blonde hair. The alien hybrid is not 
normally one for physical affection, in fact, he used to go to great lengths to 
avoid it. But something about Tommy makes him want to always be 
hugging the blonde, always be there to comfort and be comforted. And 
Tubbo, his so-called best friend hurt him? 


Dogchamp might be given a mission. 


But wait, no! That would hurt Tommy, because Tommy’s heart’s too big 
and he cares too much about other people. Not that Purpled doesn’t love 
that about him, no, it’s one of his favorite of the blonde’s qualities- but he 
would need to find another way to make Tubbo sorry he ever made Tommy 


cry. 
That was a promise. 
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After letting Purpled leave work early to spend time with his husband, 
Quackity’s immediately cornered by Fundy and Sam. Well, moreso Fundy, 
as the fox hybrid sticks his face in the gambler’s, while the creeper hybrid 
stands a little off to the side. 


“What was that ?” Fundy demands, fists curled around the duck hybrid’s 
collar and his tail puffed up in agitation. “I get you let Purpled go early, but 
Primes you were so weird about it! What do you have to apologize for, 
hmmm ?”° 


An unexpectedly dark look settles into Quackity’s gaze, and Fundy’s tail 
stops swishing, intrigued. “Did you know Purpled and Tommy innit are 
married, fox boy?” The immediate reaction of both the fox and creeper is 
stunned silence, so the ravenet continues. “I’m... I fucking messed up, 
guys. I- I won’t separate them, won’t impede on their relationship, won’t 
get between them. Even if it only is platonic, I will not be the reason 
another marriage fails.” 


Fundy still hasn’t dropped his grip on Quackity’s collar, his long bangs 
slightly shifted to reveal bright amber eyes, wide and staring. Before- 


“They got MARRIED ?!?” 


Awesamdude, the prison Warden, builder and keeper of Pandora’s vault. A 
formidable and giant creeper hybrid, with stoicism that rivaled that of a 
solid brick wall’s- 


-drops his trident and bursts into sobs. 


“I’m his father figure !” he cries, the smell of gunpowder polluting the air 
as gray smoke filters from the holes in his gas mask and circles around his 
head. Fundy immediately drops his hold and dashes to the creeper to try and 
calm him down, but his murmurings of “you’re gonna be okay, please 
please don’t explode-” are immediately cut off by another wail. “I DIDN’T 
EVEN GET TO WALK HIM DOWN THE AISLE !” 


Fundy whips his head back towards Quackity, with an expression that 
screams “ HELP ” but the duck hybrid’s focus is trained on Sam’s cowlick 
which is definitely smoking and getting shorter like a fuse oh primes oh no 
they need water- 


When Foolish follows the cries of his coworkers, he does not expect to see 
Quackity and Fundy desperately trying to comfort Sam, who is curled in a 
ball on the floor while crying, and also sopping wet apparently? There’s a 

strong smell of gunpowder choking the air, and burning? 


The totem god’s reverie is quickly interrupted with a sob out of the Warden- 
“MY BOY GREW UP SO FAST !” before more cries ring out. 


Foolish leans down and begins to card his fingers through Sam’s hair- it 
always calms down Junior and Finley, so clearly it should work for the 
creeper hybrid too- and inquires about the situation. 


Fundy’s tail puffs out as he lets out a sharp and abrupt laugh. “What’s 
happened is Purpled and Tommy got fucking married , and now Sam’s 
having an emotional breakdown because he doesn’t have as good of a 
relationship with his surrogate son as he’d like to believe.” 


“Don’t put it like that!” Quackity snaps, hissing when a mini explosion in 
one of Sam’s hands burns his own. “You’!l just make him more upset!” This 
point is quickly backed with another loud sob. 


Foolish feels bad, sure, but he has been told that his attention span is 
historically worse than that of a goldfish, which is why his mind 
immediately drifts at the mention of marriage. “Y’know,” the totem god 
muses, distantly feeling Sam chase his hand as it’s slightly lifted away, “Pd 
like to get married. Do you think Ponk would be down?” he asks, to no one 
in particular. 


There’s a sudden beat of silence, before the sound of muted, damp hissing 
rings out from behind the venom in Sam’s voice as he snarls, “You 
wouldn’t dare .” 


“Dare what?” 


The creeper hybrid springs into the air and tackles Foolish with a flying 
punch, screeching “You fucking bastard ! You can’t just marry Ponk, you 
barely know them-” 


“It’s okay!” the gold man tries to reassure from his position underneath 
Sam, quickly twisting his head out of the way of a handheld explosion (it 
wouldn’t hurt him, the explosions are muted because the creeper’s still 
sopping wet, but still 1t wouldn’t be comfortable. Sue him). “You can marry 
me and Ponk too, we could totally work that out-” 


Fundy stands up from where he’d been kneeling and turns to his boss, who 
is watching the fight with his face scrunched up in confusion and disgust. 
“I’m married too, y’ know,” the fox hybrid pipes up, causing Quackity’s 
head to snap to him with wide and fearful? eyes. “Married to not being in 
this situation, that is. Bye!” In a blur of white and orange, he’s gone. 


“You’re fucking kidding me!” the duck hybrid screams after him, waving 
away the dust in Fundy’s wake. “Don’t leave me to deal with these children 


{?? 


“T have children!” Foolish pipes up, still straddled by Sam. The totem god 
quickly twists away from another crackling punch, which are getting 
increasingly stronger as the creeper’s body temperature rises and evaporates 
the water. 


“Not helping!” 


Purpled strolls into Las Nevadas in an evil mood. 


He’s slowly plotting his revenge for Tommy in his head, but so far all he’s 
got is making Tubbo a plate of spaghetti and meatballs, then having 
Dogchamp steal it. It’s silly and petty, but the alien hybrid’s a silly and petty 
person (not that he will acknowledge it- literally ask anyone else and they’ ll 
tell you). 


However, all thoughts of retribution are immediately abandoned as a goopy 
green fist splatters into Purpled’s chest, right where his heart is. He 
screams. 


Now, Purpled’s NOT squeamish (he can’t be, in his line of work), but 
something about Charlie Slimecicle coming out of nowhere and gooping all 
over him makes the alien hybrid want to empty his lunch from all three of 
his stomachs. 


He doesn’t, though. Instead, he screeches “WHAT THE FUCK ?!?” 


“Purpled from the UFO! DAP ME UP!” is the slime’s reply, extra splatter 
moving down his forearm to create an entirely new hand. The teen’s 
horrified gaze snaps back and forth between the new hand and the goop 
remaining on his hoodie (Primes, that stain is going to be a nightmare to get 
out), while Charlie remains blissfully unaware. “Dap me up!” he repeats. 


“Yeah, no.” Purpled walks around Slimecicle, grumbling about how he 
hopes Tommy has laundry detergent, but the slime, undeterred, bounces 
along behind him. 


“That’s for Tommyinnit from nowhere! So he can dap me up too!” 


“Yeah, okay, cool. Do you have anywhere else to be?” 


Fundy pops his head out of his temporary cabin, coughing at the redstone 
dust that poofs out behind him from his new invention’s latest test run. The 
fox hybrid quickly throws open all the windows, and though one he sees 
Purpled and Slimecicle. 


The fox hybrid gives himself a good shake to get rid of the soot (one of the 
ones that goes from the top of his head to the tip of his tail, then comes 
roaring right back) before dashing out to meet them. 


Purpled looks incredibly relieved at Fundy’s arrival, giving him a look and 
jab with a gloved hands, clearly signalling “Get rid of him!” the fox hybrid 
breaks into a grin, with all his pointed teeth on display. “Aw, be nice, Purp! 
He’s just as curious as we are about your life these days!” 


The alien teen’s face scrunches up in a frown. “I’m building a new UFO 
with Tommy’s help, and everyone knows that. There’s literally nothing else 
to be curious about.” 


Oh. OH. 


Fundy has been praised for being a human lie detector (his da- Wilbur 
always made sure to have him in the room during L’manberg’s diplomatic 
meetings- the fox hybrid can smell a rat from a mile away) so an interesting 
realization dawns on him when he studies Purpled and his scrunched up 
features. He’s not lying, or withholding the truth. 


This really throws a wrench in things, doesn’t it? 
Fundy, however, just shrugs internally. Eh. Not my problem. 


But... the cabin still needs airing out and I’m pretty bored. This should be 


fun. 


So Fundy follows Purpled as he walks deeper into Las Nevadas, and waves 
at the bench where Sam and Foolish are pressing ice on their bruises. Or at 
least Sam is. 


The totem god grins heartily and waves enthusiastically, calling 
“Congratulations!” while the creeper hybrid looks away, tears pricking up at 
the edge of his eyes. 


“Uh, thanks?” Purpled calls, then looks expectantly at Sam. It’s a little sad 
to see his face fall with the lack of reaction, but that’s immediately swept 
away by the laughter that threatens to bubble up as the fox hybrid sees 
frustrated explosions begin to manifest in Sam’s hands. Oh, he’s really 
upset. 


Slimecicle gets dapped up by Foolish, but rejected by Sam with a glare that 
could kill Prime. Naturally, the goopy guy doesn’t notice. 


Not too far in after the bench they’re quickly joined by Quackity, who 
throws his arm around the blonde’s shoulders, glancing expectantly 
between the teen and the wedding pavilion they’re passing. He’s only met 
with scrunched up facial features, and Fundy’s grin only grows wider. 


He needs to get out more, because this is going to be fun . 
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Punz walks down the Prime Path, arms swinging lazily. 
If they pretend everything’s fine, then everything ° fine. 


Today is friday, and the snow is as white as the clean hoodie the mercenary 
had donned before this (normally they wear the same hoodie several days in 
a row, but the one they wore yesterday had tear stains and branches- 
probably not the best to wear to a meeting of trauma patients), because 
today was friday, the day of one of the twice weekly ex-eggpire support 
group meetings. 


Puffy and Bad had decided to organize it after the Egg had been defeated, 
because it was in the best interest of everyone involved to try and get better 
and move on. The support group included the main eggpire members (Bad, 
Skeppy, Antfrost, Hannah, Ponk, and Punz) as well as Puffy and Sam. 
Occasionally others with eggpire related trauma would join them- Foolish 


had dropped by a couple times to try and work out things in regards to the 
red banquet, and Tommy had even showed up once to offer them his 
roundabout forgiveness for their various attempts on his life. Purpled hadn’t 
shown up yet, despite the invitation being extended many times. Punz 
vouched for him, saying he just wasn’t ready yet. They wouldn’t deny that 
the refusals hurt, though. 


Punz stops in front of the building- a cozy one roomed space furnished with 
beanbags, couches and pillows, always stocked with snacks and warm 
drinks to offer the most comfortable atmosphere for everyone as possible. 
Everything was carefully picked out to make sure people could choose how 
close or far they could sit from each other, and it was logged every session 
where each member was sitting- baby steps, no one was quite prepared to 
face their friends and the boatloads of trauma that came with them. 


It’d been an especially daunting task, figuring out what color to paint the 
interior of the building. Puffy had proposed a bright and inviting color, 
because something like that would lift the mood and ground them when 
they had to get into the heavy stuff. Red was an absolute no-no, but the ex- 
eggpire, as they soon learned, has a /ot of color-related trauma. 


Bad became an emotional wreck when they brought out blue, reminded of 
how Skeppy’s diamond skin turned crimson (suddenly acutely aware of the 
mirrored ceiling, Punz had begun to consider wearing sunglasses to these 
meetings). Zhat particular topic sti// hasn’t been breached and they’ve been 
at this for weeks now. Purple set Punz off for... obvious reasons , while 
bright gold reminded them all of Foolish’s death at the Red Banquet and the 
bright hair of a boy whose life they’d tried to snuff out on several occasions 
(Punz had slowly flipped up the hood and tucked their gold chains into their 
hoodie during this round of breakdowns). Ant cried when they tried a soft 
velvet color, and the fiery orange offered broke Dadboyhalo. Hannah, 
actually, mostly kept it together, but her lip wobbled when they cycled 
through bright colors named after flowers. The lime green paint canister 
made it five seconds into the room before Ant snatched and defenestrated it 
(Punz witnessed an argument afterwards between several members who 
were disappointed the opportunity to take revenge on the paint for existing 
had been stolen away). White reminded Sam of Ponk’s hair, now only 


hidden under the mask (who was decidedly avoiding him during these 
meetings- their relationship was a topic that hadn’t been attempted either. 
But. Punz draws the line at their hoodies). 


Just when it seemed all was hopeless, Puffy brought to the table a dark yet 
welcoming forest green, one they all agreed on (Sam was rather enthusiastic 
about thus choice, Punz often witnessed him trying to camouflage himself 
against the walls whenever it was Ponk’s turn to speak). 


And so the room is what it is today, when Punz walks in at eleven o’clock 
sharp. Puffy, Bad, Hannah, Ponk, Ant and Sam are all in their usual seats, 
so they drop into the light gray bean bag reserved for them (that problem 
had been nipped in the bud, at least- Ponk is completely stretched out over 
the cream-colored couch that had been the source of many fistfights). A 
quick sweep of the room with their eyes tells the mercenary that they’re just 
waiting on Skeppy. Also, sti// no one has fixed the window the green paint 
had been thrown out of, wooden boards nailed haphazardly over the broken 
glass (“That’s why they call it windowpaint. But the ‘t’ is silent” -Antfrost, 
comedic genius). 


It’s about thirty seconds before the diamond man comes barreling through 
the door Punz helpfully left open (somewhere on the Greater SMP is a door 
with a Skeppy-shaped hole in it), panting and trying to explain something 
about breaking into a prison and Technoblade? It’s basically incoherent so 
they can’t be sure. Probably doesn’t matter. 


Once he’s situated, Puffy clears her throat and everyone waits quietly for 
her to start the session. She’d been elected “group leader” because she was 
the only licensed therapist (but she wasn’t just that to them, she was here to 
work out her problems too. Her egg related trauma wasn’t about to be 
pushed to the side, especially considering the death of her son) and was the 
best at structuring the most productive sessions. 


“Good morning, guys!” the sheep hybrid chirps, and they all echo the 
greeting. “Everyone’s here today, that’s already a good sign! Hannah, you 
weren’t here last time, are you alright?” 


The brunette snaps to attention up from her position on the padded 
windowsill. “Yeah, I’m alright now. Thanks for asking.” 


“Good, good! Do you want to talk now, or is it something you’d rather 
revisit?” 


“Later, please.” 


“Alright! Moving on then- I was thinking that today, Punz, you could start 
the session?” 


The blonde’s head snaps up fast enough to knock their hood off. “Uh... 
with what?” 


“Just whatever’s on your mind! Is something bothering you, or has 
everything been good since we last saw each other on Tuesday?” 


“Uhh...” oh no oh no oh no oh no oh no oh no oh no oh no no no don’t ask 
that- 


It’s too late. The floodgates have opened. 


It’s safe to say no one expects the cold-hearted white-clad mercenary that’d 
betray anyone for extra cash burst into tears. 


However, one can guess why, and tears threaten the edge of his eyes as he 
watches Punz melt into the floor. 


Puffy, ever the saint, shoots up and immediately dashes to their side. 
“What’s wrong?” she murmurs, offering comforting words while swatting 
at Ponk, who’s filming this with their communicator. 


“ Stop !” she hisses. 


“No !” they hiss back, gleefully grinning (not like anyone can see it though, 
but the smile crinkles at the corners of their eyes are proof enough). Until 
coherent words bubble up from the sobbing mess on the floor. 


“Purpled- he’s my little brother and he got married and he didn’t te// me -” 


A hushed silence drapes over the room. Even Ponk lowers their 
communicator, and everyone holds their collective breath and leans 
forwards a bit, unconsciously. 


“Did I really- did I really hurt him that much? So much he couldn’t trust me 
with knowing who he cares about? Does-” their voice quiets, and everyone 
leans in further. “Does he think I’m going to hurt him? Now that I know 
he’s important, that he cares?” 


“No, no, he doesn’t hate you, Punz,” the captain murmurs, beginning to 
stroke the mercenary’s hair. The anticipation is killing her. Purpled got 
married? “I’m sure he’ ll tell you soon, when he’s ready, he might just be 
nervous, it’s a big development you know-” 


“He got married to Tommy innit and didn’t invite me to the wedding!” The 
sob tears it’s way out of Punz’s throat, and they melt back into the floor, 
crying silently. “Do you even know that kid, the wedding would be so big, 
and I wasn’t told, wasn’t invited, he hates me he hates me he cant trust me 
-” Punz whimpers, but no one is listening. 


Instead, most everyone has burst into tears. 


Sam attempts to become the walls, he and Ponk not looking at each other 
while he softly hisses at the tears rolling down his cheeks over the gasmask, 
while black smoke pollutes air around him. Ponk’s face, what one can see 
under the mask, is scrunched in a futile attempt to stop tears. “I wanted to 
go,” they whimper, being petty and not letting on how much this fucking 
hurts . 


Ant has begun wailing, something about Velvet and marriage. Skeppy’s 
barely holding it together, trying and failing to distract himself with the 
comfort of the cat hybrid while Bad has accidentally grown to twenty feet 
tall and squashed himself in a corner. His sobs shake the building, but the 
only one who seems concerned by it is Hannah- she’s upset, sure, but if 
someone doesn’t calm these guys down the whole building is going to 
collapse. 


Puffy, ever the leader, tosses Punz over one shoulder and Skeppy over the 
other, then dives out Windowpaint (closest way out!) before dashing back in 
in an attempt to evacuate everyone before taking on the issue that is the 
demon having an emotional breakdown in the corner. Hannah’s dragging 
Sam out, the creeper hybrid’s four fluffy legs dragging uselessly along, 
making this way harder than it has to be. Puffy grabs Ant and Ponk before 
taking another nosedive out of Windowpaint. 


Once all the guys are evacuated, she and Hannah regroup at the entrance to 
try and calm Bad down. “It’s going to be okay, Bad. They might not even of 
had a ceremony! Maybe you can throw them a surprise party or 
something!” Puffy tries to reason. 


“ T could’ve officiated the wedding !” The demon booms, sending another 
violent tremor through the structure. A mirror on the ceiling cracks, and the 
two women dive quickly out of the way of the raining glass shards. 


“Please, Bad, this place isn’t insured!” Hannah cries, but it falls on deaf 
ears. 


“You're pleading’s not going to do anything,” a choked up voice offers, and 
both women whips their heads around to see none other than Skeppy 
standing in the doorway. “There’s only one way to get him to calm down.” 


The short diamond man moves in between them, before grabbing onto one 
of Bad’s hands and pulling it close. He begins murmuring what sounds like 
an incantation? only to finish it off with, “Rat likes strawberry ice cream, 
doesn’t she?” 


To the amazement of every onlooker (the boys are clustered outside 
Windowpaint), the demon hybrid begins to shrink, sobs becoming quiet 
sniffles. Skeppy’s immediately swept into a bonecrushing hug once Bad’s at 
a size where he’s not guaranteed to kill him. 


Puffy swings her head around to take in the aftermath, white hair bouncing 
around and almost smacking Hannah in the face. “Not too bad,” she muses. 
“But I think we’ve got some serious issues we need to address today.” 


Ponk offers Sam a pack of tissues, which he gratefully accepts. 


Purpled steps into the brand new kitchen area of the UFO, where Tommy is 
busy installing the third oven. The alien hybrid flutters over and leans down 
next to the other blonde, pressing their shoulders together. “You know, I 
really don't need three more ovens.” 


“Yeah, but they make you happy so who am I to get in the way of that?” the 
demon hybrid automatically responds, before his ears heat up and he 
quickly snaps, “I mean, fuck ovens! You probably don’t even know how to 
cook, bitch!” 


“Oh, really now, Mr. I’ve-been-eating-my-friend’s-cooking-for-the-past- 
several-weeks?” 


“Meh meh meh, shut the fuck up you prick!” 


Despite himself, Purpled laughs. “Make sure to hook up the stoves, too! I 
make killer scrambled eggs!” 


Halfway across the server, eight people sneeze. 
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Purpled’s a light sleeper- you have to be, in his line of work, and even 
before that, at any given moment the Hypixel managers could burst into his 
dorm and drag him into battle. It was a clear advantage to be prepared by 
the time they got there. 


So it’s no surprise that he can’t stay asleep. 


Tonight, he and Tommy are sleeping in the roofless UFO, after spending 
hours staring at the galaxy above. The demon hybrid had pointed out every 
constellation, reciting every story Technoblade had ever told him about 
them. 


“T always wanted to have something in common with the Blade, my 
legendary older brother,” the blonde laughed tiredly. “So I remembered 
every single story. Not like it matters now, anyways.” 


Purpled had leaned back and basked in the night, before soft snoring drifted 
up from where Tommy’s head was laid in his lap. He was twitchy and had a 
small frown, but for the most part looked relaxed. It made warmth pool in 
the alien hybrid’s stomach, knowing the demon felt safe enough to sleep 
around him. 


And now they were here, hours later. Both blondes were in the same 
position, Purpled drifting in and out of sleep, leaning against one of the 
walls. But he couldn’t relax, couldn’t really sleep, because it was really 
starting to hurt. So as the first signs of light began to turn the sky from navy 
black to indigo, he gave in. 


Lifting himself a bit off the floor (careful not to disturb Tommy), Purpled 
reaches down the back of his pants and yanks out his tail, which he’d 
hidden in one of the legs this morning, per usual. The thin purple tail is 
darker than usual, mottled with bruises from being sat on all day. 


The alien hybrid sighs in relief as he lowers himself back down. Finally. 
Sleep at last. 


Until- 

“Purp? Purpled wake up we’re gonna miss it!” 

You’re fucking kidding me, just when I finally got to rest- 
“Purpled! C’mon, you prick! We gotta catch the sunrise!” 


Tommy’s shaking him now, so the alien reluctantly blinks open his eyes, 
fixing his glare on the blonde. His wings flutter and shake off the feeling of 
his weight against them (this is why he usually slept on his stomach, damn). 


The demon hybrid’s cerulean eyes glow in the darkness, and Purpled can 
see the faint outline of a wiry tail swishing back and forth. He lifts a glove 
hand to rub at his face and yawns. “Why do we have to go now ?” 


“Because it takes a bit to get there, and you have to see it!” Primes. The 
blonde is starting to regret telling Tommy that he’d never seen a sunrise. 


The demon has intertwined their hands, pulling the purple-clad teen into a 
standing position, steadying him when he sways dangerously. “Come on! 
Plus, we’ll need your wings, the best place to view it is up high-” 


Purpled’s not really listening, mourning a night of sleep lost as he lets 
Tommy drag him down the new elevator, onto the Prime Path towards the 
outskirts of the greater SMP. No one’s awake at this time, and a calm has 
settled over the land, unrivaled by anything he’s ever seen. It’s so quiet, so 
peaceful here. Everyone’s united in sleep. 


The sound is only broken by Tommy’s excited chattering, which the alien 
hybrid doesn’t mind. His own tail wraps around the same leg that Tommy’s 
wraps around, unconsciously. Always making sure the comfort that he’s 
never felt before stays, because he craves it so badly. 


The demon hybrid is shaking him again. Why is he being shaken? Tommy’s 
voice filters through the sleepy fog in Purpled’s brain, offering the answer: 
“Purpled, we’re here! It’s going to fucking start soon, you’ ve gotta fly us 
up!” 


““What...?” 


After another minute of vigorous shaking, Purpled’s thoughts are coherent 
enough to understand that Tommy wants him to fly them to the top of a 
very very very very very very VERY tall tree to watch the sunrise from. 


No. No, he’s not scared . Mercenaries don’t get scared, especially not of 
stupid things like heights . 


Tommy’s still waiting expectantly, bouncing from foot to foot, arms 
outstretched, his hands occasionally twitching to signify he wants to be 
picked up. 


Okay, okay. Purpled has an... abrasion to heights, but he’s not telling 
Tommy-fucking-innit that. Plus, the blonde really wants to see the sunrise, 
and even more than that, he wants to show it to the alien teen. And that... 
that’s really nice. 


So Purpled takes a deep breath and squares his shoulders, pretending there 
isn’t a pounding in his chest or a rapid, nervous twitching of his antennae. 


“Okay,” he says, wincing when it cracks. The teen wraps his arms around 
Tommy’s waist, pulling the younger’s back tight into his chest (more for his 
own reassurance than the demon’s, but he’d never be caught admitting it) 
before his wings begin to buzz furiously, and they float upwards. 


Both tails wrap around the other’s leg, netherite warm and pulsing with 
enchanments against Purpled’s. It’s a small comfort, as he focuses 
completely on the lightening sky above him. Don t look down, don t look 
down, don t look down, dont look down, don t look down- 


“Set us down here! Hurry the fuck up, it’s gonna start!” 


Purpled’s startled out of his reverie, shaking them in the air quickly guiding 
himself and the squirming blonde to a strong branch, which he immediately 
latches onto. Without any fear, Tommy swings his legs over the edge and 
leans forwards in anticipation, while Purpled grips the tree with all his alien 
strength, shaking like a leaf. 

“It’s starting, it’s starting!” Without even looking at him, Tommy wraps his 
arms around the purple-clad teen and yanks him up next to him, the alien’s 
tail wrapping around the other’s waist for stability. Purpled forces himself 
to focus ahead on the horizon the demon boy hasn’t taken his eyes off of, 
and wow . 


Even the fuzziness that clouds his brain whenever Tommy’s physically 
affectionate can’t diminish the effect of the sunrise- blue, orange, red, 
purple, yellow, painted in broad strokes across the sky. The shining 
epicenter is blinding, competing for space with the other beauty that 
establishes itself over the lip of the horizon. Purpled’s never seen anything 
like it. It fills him with the hope only the dawn of a new day could- he 
forgets about his fear, about his insecurity, all he knows is the gorgeous 
blending of sky and the arms that hold him in place. 


The alien teen forces his gaze away from the sunrise to see something even 
brighter. 


Tommy’s grin is blinding, his cerulean eyes shine with a fire unlike no 
other. Even the thick concentration of freckles and bags under his eyes can’t 
darken any feature on his face. At this moment, he’s pure light. 


Purpled turns back towards the horizon, relaxing into Tommy’s side. A part 
of him wishes he could be like that, like sunshine in its purest form. But he 
knows he never could- all the blonde is is the snow underneath it, reflecting 
the rays and melting under their warmth and brilliance. 


“T didn’t know you had a tail,” Tommy pipes up, rubbing his bandaged 
thumb over the fluffy poof at the end. Out of reflex, Purpled flicks it away 
and bares his teeth in a hiss. Memories flash through his mind- people 
yanking his tail, stepping on it, threatening to cut it off, stroking it as they 
talked up his ability to get people to bet on him in the fights- then Tommy 
flinches away, and they both sit there for a second, staring. 


Fuck, FUCK. He’ sensitive, I upset him, I triggered him, he won t want me 
here anymore if I keep doing things like this please Primes what is wrong 
with me- 


“That bothers you?” Stunned silence, then a nod. “Okay. I won’t do it again. 
So, how’d you like the sunrise? Pretty fucking poggers, innit?” 


The interruption of his spiral has left Purpled a bit dazed, but he manages a 
smile and a nod. “Yeah. Pretty fucking poggers, Tommy.” 


The blonde suddenly stands up, yanking the alien up with him. “We’re in 
the home stretch now, Purp! Come on, we’ve seen the sunrise so today 
we're going to finish that fucking UFO!” 


“Yeah!” 


Tommy wraps his arms around Purpled, before looking up with a grin. “Fly 
us down, big man!” 


Oh. OH. 


Purpled’s breathing quickens, and his boots scuff the branch as his legs 
begin to shake and he stumbles backwards- right off the tree. 


The two blondes plummet to the ground. One screams in delight, the other 
in pure fear. 


The ground gets closer and closer, and one coherent thought makes it 
through the panicked mess that is Purpled’s brain: Zommy has one canon 
life, he's going to fucking die and its going to be my fault I cant lose him 
NO- 


Suddenly, with an unconscious new conviction, his instincts kick in and his 
wings snap out, turning their rapid descent into a glide that sends them both 
face first into a snow drift. 


The alien hybrid doesn’t let go of the demon, burying his face in his hair as 
his body slowly comes down from the panic. He holds the blonde like a 
lifeline, quietly reassuring himself that they’re both alive. He didn’t fail. 
They’re okay. And- and- 


And no. Mercenaries don’t cry, they don t - 


Tommy’s grating laugh rings out, the rumbling in his chest warming up 
Purpled’s. He sighs, and finally relaxes into the other blonde. Only Tommy 
could fall off a perilously high tree and scream with excitement. Only 
Tommy could avoid death by a split second. Only Tommy could then 
laugh. 


Only Tommy. 


Puffy’s done setting up everything for his session when Tommy skips in, a 
whirlwind of words and energy. 


A smile immediately breaks out on her face. Primes, the captain hasn’t seen 
him like this since well... well, she can’t really remember. It’s a fleeting 
memory, but she’s got to focus on the present. “Good morning, Tommy!” 


she chirps as he throws himself into his favorite fluffy armchair. “Did you 
have a good morning?” 


“ Did I?” the demon hybrid throws his legs out over the side of the chair 
and leans back, the grin he wears making the boy actually look his age. 
“This morning Purpled and I watched the sunrise, then we fell out a HUGE 
fucking tree and almost fucking died! But then Purp did this cool move with 
his wings at the last minute, kind of like an elytra, y’ know?” 


Puffy winces, scratching something out on her clipboard. They were getting 
better, yes, but Tommy really had to stop treating his near death experiences 
so casually. 


“Then we worked on the UFO some more! It’s almost finished, it looks so 
fucking pogchamp! Oh and Purpled has a tail, did you know that? He 
doesn’t like it when people touch it, but that’s okay, it’s got a funny little 
poof on the end though-” 


As Tommy rambles on, Puffy’s reminded of earlier today, when she’d 
learned that the two boys’ marriage had spread throughout the entire server. 
Quackity had told his fiances, Fundy had let Eret know, Michael and 
HBomb had been alerted, and Niki (oh Primes, Niki ) had let Jack in on the 
news. Floating back had been word of more breakdowns, unsurprisingly. 


Once there’s a break in the spiel, Puffy interjects, “So, your relationship 
with Purpled- do you think it’s helping you get better? I can clearly see 
you’re happier, but are you guys having healthy conversations and 
understanding each other’s boundaries?” 


“Yeah,” Tommy says, sitting up a little straighter. “He doesn’t say much 
about himself and the uncomfortable shit, but we’re both good. I... I think 
he’s helping me get better.” 


“Wonderful! Do you let him know you appreciate him? I know you’re not 
great with words, but have you made him anything?” 


The demon blonde blanks. “Oh,” he murmurs. “I really should, he should 
know how much I fucking care-” 


“That’s the spirit! But remember, communication is key, Tommy. Make sure 
to let each other know how you’re feeling, otherwise this won’t work out.” 
The boy gives a vigorous nod, sitting up straight and leaning forwards, 
hands tucked between his thighs. Suddenly, another idea occurs to Puffy. 
“Why don’t you bring him with you sometime? Like couple’s therapy, 
because we all want you two to have the best relationship possible!” 


Tommy grins. “Oh, that’s fucking rich, he’s gonna hate that-” the blonde 
laughs, and Puffy smiles a self-satisfied smile. 


Ah, young love. 


Niki abruptly cuts herself off and snaps her head in the direction of the front 
doors, as Tommy pokes his head through them. From her position seated on 
the front desk of the Big Innit Hotel, she can see that Tommy’s got a big 
container of something, and brightens when he sees them. She, however, 
narrows her eyes. 


“Hey guys!” The demon hybrid trots in, Jack levelling Tommy with the 
same glare as Niki. The blonde, however, is oblivious of both as he drops 
the clearly heavy container on the desk with a clang . 


“Niki, I didn’t know you’d be here, but I brought enough for both of you so 
it’s okay!” Tommy springs back and gestures to his container. “Purpled and 
I used your kitchen to make a fuck ton of spaghetti earlier- he wouldn’t tell 
me why, but we had a bunch of leftovers and I know Jack likes it so here!” 


Niki temporarily forgets her resentment towards Tommy and the rejection 
of her ability to create wedding cakes, because yes, Jack does love 
spaghetti. This was actually... really nice of him. 


Suddenly, she remembers. 


Quickly slapping a hand over Jack’s mouth before he begins spouting bad 
pasta puns, Niki gives Tommy a smile. “Thanks, Tommy, we appreciate it. 
Tell Purpled we said hi and congrats!” She turns away just in time to miss 


the confused look on Tommy’s face, before he says his goodbyes and 
scurries out. 


Niki releases Jack, both fixing each other with a glare before the man dives 
towards the pasta dish he feels so deprived of. Suddenly, he takes a 
defensive stance as the clinking of a familiar collar echoes around the 
interior of the Big Innit Hotel’s lobby. 


Dogchamp walks in, and in a second, Jack’s on his knees, tears already 
slipping from beneath his 3-D glasses. “Please!” he cries. “Don’t take my 
spaghetti, not again!” 


The dog shows no signs of hearing his pleas, making an undettered beeline 
for the pasta. 


Niki growls and vaults off the desk, drawing her sword and putting herself 
between Jack and Dogchamp. “I’d hate to fight you, mutt,” she says, 
“considering your owner was just married, but you stay the fuck away from 
Jack and his spaghetti.” 


The dog growls, hackles raised. Niki drops into a fighting stance. So this is 
how it’s going to be. 


Just as they’re about to pounce, an inaudible signal reaches Dogchamp’s 
ears. He lifts his head, and, after glaring at the both of them, turns around 
and trots away. 


Stunned, Niki drops her stance, while Jack hugs her from the back and cries 
tears of relief. 


His spaghetti is safe for today, but Dogchamp will be back. 


Across the server, Tubbo picks up a container of spaghetti that’s just... 
sitting on his porch. Shrugging, he goes to bring it inside before a lightning- 
fast gray blur darts across the snow, snatchnes the spaghetti, and is gone all 
in one go. 


Isn’t that... Purpled’s dog? 

Tubbo pauses, before turning to go back inside. 
Not his problem. 

The alien hybrid, looking on from a bush, seethes. 
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Tommy sticks his head out of a window, relishing the scent of fresh winter 
air from high up. He waves erratically to Purpled, who doesn’t notice. The 
blindfold certainly doesn’t help. 


The demon’s prosthetic leg click click click s across the new floors (except 
for the ones muffled by carpet) as he races through the completed UFO to 
finally show the alien their masterpiece. 


It had been Tommy’s idea to do this- for him to put the last blocks in place 
of the roof and install all the furniture and appliances, so that Purpled could 
be pleasantly surprised by his new home; rebuilt to be so much better than 
the last. That’s why when the blonde finally jumps out of the water elevator 
(he always makes sure to exit as quickly as possible, being submerged 
reminds him of certain... things...) the alien is standing on the prime path, 
his wings flicking irritably as he minutely shakes from the cold. One gloved 
hand is curled tightly around Dogchamp’s collar for bearings. Tommy’s 
tempted to give him his jacket, but he’s not sure how well that’d go over. 
Besides, it might crush his wings. 


Something occurs to the demon, a thought he stores for later, as he springs 
forwards and grabs the purple-clad teen’s hands. He jumps, before 


snapping, “What the fuck?” 


“Come on, it’s fucking done! Let’s go see your new home, big man!” 
Throwing his arm around Purpled’s shoulders, Tommy leads him up the 
elevator and into the the living room, which gives them a full 360 degree 
view of the interior- the kitchen, bathroom, living area, and storage, then the 
ladder that drops from the ceiling that leads up to the bedroom, guest 
bedroom, and gaming room (which Tommy had decided was TOP 
PRIORITY in terms of decorating). 


Sam Nook waddles over from storage, chittering that everything’s ready. 
Purpled perks up at the noise. ““SSam Nook’s here?” 


“He’s not important right now!” Tommy interjects, grabbing the alien’s 
hands and pulling him so they’re face-to-face. “Are you fucking ready ?” 


“Uh...” there’s a moment of hesitation, and a beat of nervousness slips 
through, before: “Yeah. Yeah, I'm ready.” 


Tommy grabs the blindfold off his face and yanks his arm back in a 
dramatic flourish as Purpled blinks his eyes open, magenta slowly roving 
around to take in the sights before him. Sam Nook mimics the gesture, 
throwing his arm out as the alien’s eyes land on them. “Ta-da!” 


Purpled’s eyes (which have gold flecks in them, Tommy notices- wow, 
they’re really pretty) have grown wide, he’s speechless. Suddenly, his 
bottom lip begins to wobble as the teen curls his hands into tight fists, 
scrunching his shoulders as tears threaten the edges of his eyes. Dogchamp 
immediately rubs his side for comfort, but Tommy’s already moving. 


The demon rushes forwards and wraps the alien up in a hug, rocking them 
back and forth. “Hey, hey, don’t cry!” he reassures. Then, quieter, he adds: 
“You... you like it, right?” 


Please, please, like it. Please, I want you to like me, I’m useful, you can 
keep me around- 


“Tommy. Tommy, I Jove it,” Purpled chokes into the collar of Tommy’s 
jacket, squeezing tighter. ““Th-thank you. Thank you so so much.” 


The blonde can’t help but break into a grin. “ FUCK YES!” he yells, 
breaking the embrace to spin Purpled around the living room, before 
tripping over a beanbag (purple, obviously) and sending them both 
tumbling onto the floor. There’s a moment of stunned silence, interrupted 
only by the clattering of Sam Nook’s and Dogchamp’s paws against the 
floor, and two faces appear above them. 


ARE YOU BOYS OKAY? 


Both blondes burst out laughing, and the noise echoes all around, filling the 
space with warmth. “We’re okay, we’re okay,” Tommy reassures between 
giggles. “Actually, Sam Nook, we’re fucking fantastic.” 


Satisfied, the robot offers his farewells (he’s due for his bimonthly 
maintenance with Sam), before trotting away. 


They lie there for a minute, before: “Oh wait! I just remembered 
something!” Tommy springs up and dashes up the ladder, towards the 
bedroom. He rushes into the room with the soft lilac walls, where he’d laid 
his present out on the bed. The demon holds up his handiwork, admiring it 
for a second before dashing back down and thrusting it into Purpled’s arms. 
“Happy housewarming! Wait, fuck, no, that sounds weird- congrats on 
rebuilding your legacy! Yeah, that’s better, that’s better-” 


But the alien teen isn’t listening, instead he’s holding up Tommy’s present 
with eyes that sparkle- whether it be awe or tears is up to interpretation, but 
there’s a very real chance it’s both- but it’s plain to see he’s grateful. The 
demon blonde releases a breath he didn’t know he was holding. Okay. He’s 
doing well, doing everything right. “Pretty cool, innit?” 


The present is a hoodie- a purple torso with white sleeves and purple 
collared wrists, as well as a white hood and pocket. Tommy had stolen one 
of Purpled’s hoodies for the measurements and fabric, then one of Punz’s 
that resided in one of the teen’s chests at Las Nevadas. Apparently, Punz 
liked to give their hoodies to Purpled as a show of affection, so the boy had 


a double chest fu// of them- and Tommy had even seen the blonde tear 
himself up over whether he was going to wear a purple or white hoodie that 
day. So he created the best of both worlds- a little in-between hoodie, so he 
wouldn’t have to choose. There were even holes in the back for his wings to 
poke through, and Tommy had used the softest lining he could to pad the 
inside warmly. Puffy had suggested that the demon hybrid should make 
something for Purpled, to show his appreciation for him (which was 
something Tommy loved to do- often someone would find a package at 
their door, something the boy had sewn as a thank you or just because), and 
so the teen had made it top priority. 


It’s some of his best work, and Purpled certainly seems to think so because 
he rushes forwards into another hug, squishing the fabric between them and 
murmuring a constant stream of thank yous into Tommy’s hair. 


Dogchamp’s not too pleased on being left out of the affection coming off 
the two in waves, so he squirms his way in between them, doing the 
ridiculous dog equivalent of grinning up at the boys, and they break into 


giggles. 


Tommy curls his tail around Purpled’s wrist, before noticing the other’s tail 
has been hidden once more. “Shouldn’t you bring your tail out?” he asks 
before he can stop himself. “Since it’s your home and all, shouldn’t you 
be... um, I don’t- fuck- uh... shouldn’t you be comfortable here?” 


The grip on his hands loosens as the alien turns his gaze downward, 
awkwardly shifting his weight from foot to foot. Oh. 


Oh, I get it. He- he might be comfortable here, but he’s- hes- he’s not 
comfortable around me. 


And that hurts. That really fucking hurts. All his life, people have managed 
to be comfortable around Tommy and he knows it, because they sleep easy. 
Tubbo, Wilbur, Fundy, anyone- hell, everyone- they completely relax 
around him and sleep with their guards lowered, trusting him completely. 
But Purpled- Purpled’s never fucking slept around him, never truly relaxed 
in his presence. Yesterday morning, when they went and saw the sunrise, 
Tommy saw the alien’s behavior. He hadn’t gotten a wink the night before, 


unable to fall asleep in the demon blonde’s presence. And that... well, he 
supposes that made sense, but it still really fucking hurts . 


“Do you want to move in with me?” Purpled blurts out of nowhere. Startled 
out of his reverie, Tommy’s head snaps towards him. 


“What?” 


“Do you want to move in with me,” the purple-clad teen repeats, albeit 
quieter. “This is just as much your home now as it is mine- it was your idea 
to rebuild it, and you helped me gather materials and draw up blueprints 
and make this little idea a reality, and I know you painted the guest room 
red.” 


Tommy blinks. “PIl- Pll have to think about it.” 


He doesn’t miss the way Purpled’s face falls, the way he draws back into 
his shell at what he’s sure is rejection. “Okay. I understand.” The new 
hoodie falls from his grip, dropping directly onto Dogchamp’s face. 


“No, no!” Tommy yelps, grabbing his hands and beginning to trace circles 
on the paw pads- but he flinches away from that, so the blonde settles on 
cupping his cheeks so their eyes meet instead. “You don’t understand. This 
isn’t me saying no, okay? This isn’t the fucking end, and don’t you dare 
think that, you prick!” A small smile graces Purpled’s features, so he 
continues. “It’s just... I have a lot of homes, Purpled. The hovel with 
Connor, Fort Big with Wilbur, the Big Innit Hotel with Jack, Kinoko 
Kingdom with those guys, Snowch-” there’s a sudden stab of pain in 
Tommy’s chest, right where his heart is as he cuts himself off, blinking 
away tears and shoving down feelings of rejection and betrayal as he forces 
himself to keep going. “The point is, Purp, I have a lot of homes. With 
Connor is my most permanent, and I don’t want to... I don’t want him to 
feel like I’m abandoning him. We can still be just as close, you and me, 
without living together, but that’s what Connor and I have and I’m gone all 
day and I-” Tommy finds himself out of breath. 


“It’s okay, I understand now,” Purpled reassures, but both know he’s not 
one hundred percent convinced. But they accept what they can now. 


Tommy presses a quick kiss to the alien hybrid’s forehead before releasing 
him. “Ill be back tonight, I promise! Get to know your new home!” 


Once again, Purpled’s brain short circuits with the physical affection, and 
Tommy jumps out with a lingering grin. 


Connor’s on his bed, playing Smash Bros on his comm when Tommy 
knocks. 


“Hey big man, it’s me. Can I come in?” 


“Sure!” he calls back, before pushing himself into a sitting position. Tommy 
looks worked up, tail flicking too quickly and his gaze never lingering on 
anything around the room for more than a second. “What’s up?” 


“Well, I wanted to ask you if- fuck-” the demon hybrid buries his head in 
his hands, and Connor’s now sitting up straight on the edge of the bed, 
worry darkening his features beneath the hood of the Sonic onesie. He’s 
about to open his mouth when Tommy finally forces out the words caught 
in his throat, all in one breath: 
“PurpledaskedmetomoveinwithhimandIwasn’tsurehowyou’dfeelaboutthatbe 
causewe’reroommatesandIdon’twanttoabandonyoubutlalsowanttomoveinwi 
thhimandIdon’tknowwhattodosoIwon’thurteitherofyou!” 


Connor’s standing now, catching the drift of the amalgamation of words and 
carefully laying his hands on the blonde’s shoulders. “Okay, okay, breathe.” 
He makes exaggerated breaths for the blonde to follow, and once Tommy’s 
sufficiently calmed down he sits the boy down on the bed. 


“It’s okay Tommy. You can move in with Purpled if you’d like!” he 
encourages, watching as the blonde’s eyes light up in surprise. “This little 
dirt hovel? This will always always be a home for you, Tommy. The door is 
always open for you, I promise. You’re not abandoning me, you’re just 
spending more time with someone who’s really important to you, okay? If 
you ever need a place to stay or someone to talk to, I’m always right here 
for you. Just make sure you do what’s best for you , okay Tommy?” 


The demon hybrid quickly envelops Connor in a hug, nodding vigorously 
into his shoulder. “I will- fuck- thank you, thank you so much Connor-” 


They stay there for a minute, before Tommy leaves with a new energy that 
only comes when someone’s got exciting news to share. Connor 


enthusiastically waves him off, and once the front door is slammed, the man 
dives for his communicator to open up the group chat and relay the news. 


Group Chat: Goldenboys Wedding Exclusions 

ConnorEatsPants: Guys 

ConnorEatsPants: Guys they’re moving in together 

Punz: they’re fucking WHAT 

BadBoyHalo: HOW DO YOU KNOW THIS 

Skeppy: BAD CALM DOWN 

CaptainPuffy: Good for them! This is a great step in their relationship 
Fundy: lmao they’re really dead set on not telling anybody huh 
Fundy: dirty little secret boys 

Tubbo_: I’m going to fucking nuke Tommy if he keeps not telling me things 
Ranboo: Tubbo no 

Ph1lzA: TOMMY NO MY SON 

Technoblade: back to the bush, boys 

Quackity: ISWEAR TO PRIME 


KarlJacobs: that’s great for them, but I was really hoping they'd move to 
Kinoko 


GeorgeNotFound: they hate us 
Sapnap: great idea, honey. Lets kidnap some children 


Awesamdude: DON’T YOU FUCKING TOUCH MY SONS 


Fundy: dad fight dad fight 

FoolishG: Fundy stop encouraging them 

Slimecicle: this is a really goopy situation, flesh brothers! 
JackManifoldTV: at least they didn t ask me to help them move 


JackManifoldTV: I am not getting anywhere near Purpled’s dog, never 
again 


Nihachu: I swear to Primes if they deprive me of ONE MORE opportunity 
to make them a cake I’m gonna throw hands 


Michaelmcchill: Good for them! 

HBomb94: WHY DOES CONNOR GET TO KNOW??? 

Antfrost: this is some true windowpaint 

DropsbyPonk: ant stop 

Antfrost: but the “t” is silent 

DropsbyPonk: ANT NO 

Awesamdude: Come at me Phil, I will fight you over Tommy don t try me 
PhI1IzA: I just might, fucker 


Eret: should we buy housewarming gifts for them? 


FoolishG: yes! 
Hannahxxrose: no 


Hannahxxrose: they didn t let me make bouquets for their wedding, they can 
have nothing from me 


Callahan: k 


Ranboo: Techno wait what bush what are you planning 


Connor sets down the comm. He’s just unleashed absolute chaos onto the 
server, and yet he doesn’t feel any different. Maybe a little more tired. 


It takes Tommy five hours, seventeen minutes, and forty-six seconds to 
return to the UFO. Not that Purpled’s counting, though. Definitely not. 


The alien hybrid matches the demon’s grin upon seeing the teen dressed in 
the hoodie Tommy gave him, which was soft and comfortable and the 
greatest thing he’s ever worn. Purpled’s never taking it off. 


That grin widens even further when the blonde notices that Purpled’s tail is 
out, the poof on the edge flopping back and forth as it swishes in the air. 


Tommy rushes up to him, only grabbing one of the alien hybrid’s hands, as 
there’s something in the other. “Come on!” he goads, pulling them in the 
direction of the kitchen. “We’ve got to break in the house, and I know 
exactly how to!” 


Setting the object, his comm, atop an oven, the blonde quickly scrolls 
through it, tongue sticking out of the edge of his mouth. He hasn’t let go of 
Purpled’s hand, but he does yank him out into the middle of the huge 
kitchen after selecting something. 


A song begins to bounce around the room- upbeat guitar and clapping 
before the singer starts by yelling the first lyrics. Tommy lipsyncs the 
song’s request of “I’d like to take you to a movie,” bowing dramatically. 
Purpled throws his head back and laughs, and that’s answer enough for the 
demon hybrid. 


Tommy pulls Purpled into a spin, feet bouncing as he leads them all over 
the kitchen, somehow completely synced to the music. The alien teen is not 
having as much luck, with two left feet he stumbles around after his 
companion. It certainly isn’t helping that Dogchamp’s decided he wants to 
dance too, shoving them around with his paws each time he jumps on 
them. 


But he’s having the time of his fucking life, listening to Tommy’s 
surpisingly good singing and letting himself be pulled into complicated 
moves. Their laughter rings around the kitchen, utterly free and unbothered 
by anything. The blonde knows his demon friend’s answer to the previously 
posed question, there’s no doubt now. 


For the first time, Purpled doesn’t have to pretend. He’s truly home. 
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It’s the dawn of a new day as two men approach each other. Death warmed 


over sporting a white streak, and one with spotted gold wings more brilliant 
than their mountains of riches. 


“Quackity!” Wilbur Soot calls with way too much enthusiasm, throwing his 
arms wide in greeting. 


“Wilbur,” Quackity snarls, venom seeping into his silver tongue. 


Both sit in silence for a minute, waiting for something. When it doesn’t 
appear, the two look at each other with confused glances. 


“Quackity!” Wilbur repeats a little louder, eyes roving around. 


“Wilbur!” Quackity follows with. 


Silence is their only answer. 


“Wait, wait, hang on a second.” Wilbur runs from his perch at the edge of 
the lake over towards Fort Big. “Let me- Toms! Toms, you in here?” After 
sweeping the cobblestone room (there’s so much s/ime in here, what is up 
with that-), the revived man leans out the door, fixing Quackity with a 
terrified look. “Big Q, Quackity, he’s not here -” 


The duck hybrid remains much more relaxed though, instead of freaking 
out like Wilbur might’ve thought he instead huffs annoyedly. “Primes, he’s 
probably with Purpled. They’re probably doing marriage things or interior 
decorating instead of being out here where he’s supposed to be-” 


“Wait, what the fuck ?!’’ The man dashes across the lake, his trench coat 
flapping behind him as he sprints up to Quackity and curls his fists into the 
smaller man’s collar. “Marriage things and interior decorating what the fuck 
are you talking about-” 


Still unbothered, the ravenet turns his head to the side to avoid undead 
breath. “Yeah, marriage things since they’re married? Interior decorating 
since they just moved in together- wait, you didn’t know?” The silence that 
follows answers the question well enough. “But Fundy was supposed to- oh 
that fucker-” 


Suddenly, Quackity’s aware of a lack of a presence and his head snaps 
forwards to see Wilbur taking off towards the Greater SMP at full speed. 
“Wilbur NO!” 


After taking a running jump the wind catches the duck hybrid’s wings, 
sending him zooming after the revived man. Just as he reaches the cookie 
outpost, Quackity manages to catch up to him and tackles him, shoving his 
communicator into his pocket just before they slam into the ground and 
tumble over each other. 


“I’m going to kill that son of a bitch for marrying my little brother without 
my permission!” 


“No, fuck you! He’s part of my found family, you’re not allowed to touch 
him!” 


Technoblade’s already on the move towards the Greater SMP (more bush 
reconnaissance, of course- it took forever to shake Ranboo. Techno cares 
for the kid, really, but he felt 1t wouldn’t really go over well if he revealed 
where he was going. The warrior could appreciate his interest in the “Bush 
Bros”, as Chat had dubbed them, though) when his comm starts pinging 
incessantly. 


Direct Message: Quackity 


Quackity: TECHNO 


Quackity: TECHNO HELP 


Quackity: WILBUR IS 


Quackity: ON HIS WAY 


Quackity: HE DOENT APRIVE OFTHE MARRIAGE 


Quackity: HEKP STOP HIM 


Techno nearly drops his communicator as Chat explodes in his head. 


Blood for the blood goa! 


Technoprotect! 


Neapolitan bros meetup pog 


Protect brother-in-law! 


Technoprotect! 


Wilbur, that bitch and his fucking possessiveness. Always one of my least 
favorite of his qualities, and that list is quite long. Prime fucking damn 


The pig hybrid shakes his head to clear it, but that ominous feeling that 
always comes with the clear voice lingers. Primes, he hates that voice. It’s 
always so fucking creepy . 


BUT! There is a mission at hand, so Techno takes off to find someone with 
more of an incentive to protect Purpled than “he’s my brother-in-law I’m 
technically not supposed to know about”. 


Pink hair and a crimson cape dramatically flying in the wind behind him, 
Techno takes off for the Eggpire’s weekly support group. 


Puffy holds up a can of pink paint, softer than bubblegum but not pale. 
“How’s this one?” 


The ex-eggpire has been thinking about repainting the interior of the 
support group building, since finishing up renovations after Bad’s 
meltdown (he’d apologized for two hours afterwards, and incessantly all 
through renovations- they appreciated the sentiment but it was really 
annoying after a while), so here they were going through paint colors. 


Cracks in the paint spiderwebbed up the walls, but that was the only 
damage to be seen as of now- the ceiling mirrors had been replaced, the 
floors and furniture were thoroughly cleaned, and Windowpaint remained 
as it was, at Ant’s insistence (“it’s a pivotal part of the recovery process!” 
he’d argued. Everyone, however, knew it was only because no one had 
laughed at “windowpaint” yet and he was going to keep trying until 
someone did). 


Punz is just about to offer their two cents on the color when the door slams 
open hard enough to crack the wall. Hannah raises her head from behind 
where the paint can is obscuring her vision, and immediately groans. 
“Come ON! We literally just fixed up this place, and it sti// isn’t insured.” 


Ponk nods sympathetically. “We really should get around to doing that.” 


“Do we even have an insurance agency on this server?” Skeppy pipes up. 


“T think Jack was saying something-” 


“PUNZ!” Technoblade roars from his position in the doorway, snapping 
everyone’s attention back towards him. “We have a Code Bush!” 


“On it!” The mercenary snaps with fire, sprinting past the rest of the 
eggpire in a white blur, and they’re gone a second later. His fellow support 
groupees exchange confused glances, but don’t say anything. 


Techno looks between the confused members and the paint can, then to his 
hair. “That’s a good color,” he offers awkwardly, before taking off after 
Punz. 


Puffy looks back and forth between the can to the now empty doorway, 
before putting it down with a sigh. “Maybe we should choose a different 
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one. 


“T think we should paint it green again,” Sam pipes up. “Something closer 
to my skin tone this time,” he says, gesturing towards his creeper legs. 


The suggestion is met with noises of agreement, and the sheep woman puts 
her head in her hands. 


They can address this in the next meeting. 


Punz and Techno get there before Wilbur and Quackity do, and the 
mercenary takes the first opportunity to hide behind the bush, then glares at 
the pig as he takes his sweet time. 


“What if they see us?” they hiss at the warrior as he settles behind the bush, 
the red cape comfortably bunching around his knees. “We’ Il be forced to 
interact with them! I don’t know about you but I am not ready to have a 
conversation with my brother without going through all five stages of grief 
three times!” 


“Then Ill do the talking. Just stand there looking pretty and cry or whatever 
your job is,” Techno says, waving a hand in Punz’s face. “But they haven’t 
seen us, and the others will be here soon.” 


The mercenary splutters. “That’s not- what- stand there looking pretty ?- 
wait a second, you // do the talking? Yes my emotional state right now is 
more fragile than a stale cheeto but at least / have an emotional capacity 
that exceeds beyond that of a pile of dirt -” 


“Shut it! They’re here.” 


Both fall silent as approaching voices filter through the air. 


“Wilbur, I swear to Prime stop trying to kill my found family member- ” 


“T could use a gun! Unless... Quackity, have they made an update that adds 
guns into minecraft yet?” 


“What the fuck is a gun? And minecraft? Primes, thirteen years dead really 
fucked with your brain huh-” 


“Ah, guess not then. That would’ve been perfectly dramatic, but I guess I'll 
just have to settle for my bare hands then.” 


(79 NO _”? 


The two figures come into view, a lanky revived man pressing forwards, 
while dragging a much smaller duck hybrid behind him in the latter’s futile 
attempt to stop him. 


“Come on, let’s go,” Techno stands up, but Punz remains seated, casting a 
nervous glance up at the UFO’s stained glass windows. “Hey!” he snaps, 
smacking the back of the mercenary’s head. “Quit beating around the bush 
already, let’s go .” 


“T’m not beating around the bush | just-” 


“Nope!” Techno quickly leans down and in one swift motion completely 
uproots the bush, catching the attention of both Wilbur and Quackity. Punz 
meets their gazes and gives an awkward little wave. “No more bush to beat 
around. Let’s fuck them up! TECHNOBLADE NEVER DIES!” 


Wilbur barely manages to dive out of the way of Techno’s tackle (complete 
with the bush slung over his shoulder), but the tumble separates him from 
Quackity, so he bounces up in a defensive stance. “Why aren’t you 
fighting!?!” The duck hybrid snaps at Punz. “He's trying to kill your little 
brother! Did Techno not- oh of fucking course -” 


Punz has gone quiet, glowering. The stare he fixes Wilbur with is deadly, 
and the revived man tilts his chin up with a grin right before the mercenary 
rams directly into his chest, horned-hybrid style. “GO TO HELL, 
FUCKER!” 


Don’t send him back, please 


Techno’s head snaps up from where he’s lying next to Quackity, the bush 
perched atop him while Wilbur barely dodges Punz’s onslaught of blows 
and screaming (“If you put a hand on my brother I’m going to mount your 
head on a spike then skin the rest of you with a potato peeler and weave you 
into an oritental rug which I’Il-”) 


Oh, Primes . It’s that fucking creepy Chat voice back at it again. 


Out of the corner of his eye the pig hybrid sees... Purpled’s dog...? walking 
out of the UFO and trotting past them, without a care in the world. Okay, 
get it I guess. 


Further unbothered by the dog, the two men turn their attention back to the 
squabble. 


“You could never defeat me!” Wilbur proclaims, throwing his arms wide. 
“You don’t even have a gender |” 


“And you do ?” Punz retaliates, going for another punch but ultimately 
being dodged. 


“Wait.” The lankster legitimately has to stop and consider that. “Do I...?” 


As he’s lost in thought, the mercenary pulls their heavy gold chains out of 
their hoodie (stored underneath for the support group meeting) and begins 
swinging them around. Just as Techno manages to stand up and help 
Quackity up, Punz brings their arm down with all their might and cracks 
Wilbur over the back of the head with it. 


The revived man falls face first into the ground, unconscious. A pool of 
blood begins to form. 


Techno rushes behind the white clad mercenary and, wrapping his arms 
around their waist, lifts them high into the air before they can get another 
hit in. “LET ME GO!” Punz yells, kicking and swinging their arms, nearly 
destining the warrior to the same fate as his estranged older brother. “I’M 
GOING TO SEND HIM BACK TO WHATEVER HELL HE CRAWLED 
OUT OF! LET ME KILL HIM, TECHNO!” 


Stop him, Techno. Don’t send him back, I’m so glad to have him gone, 
he’s so fucking annoying please don’t send him back here- 


Wait wait wait what the actual fuck- 


[Comment was deleted by moderator] 


What the actual fuck. 


Techno drops his guard for a second because of that one Chat member, and 
Punz seizes the opportunity to free their arms and trying to squirm out of 
the iron-clad grip, and they’re a/most out before the pig hybrid snaps back 
to the present and readjusts, trapping them once more. 


Quackity gets up and leans over Wilbur, pressing two fingers to his neck. 
“He’s alive,” the duck hybrid announces, and Punz makes a noise of protest, 
fighting harder. “I’m going... to make sure he doesn’t die, I guess. I don’t 
know. He’d probably come back again anyways.” 


“Okay, you do that.” 


And so two older brothers part ways, one holding a mercenary throwing a 
tantrum and the other dragging a half-dead man. 


Dogchamp slowly approaches the kitchens of the Big Innit Hotel, following 
the scent of spaghetti wafting from it. He won’t let Jack get even near that 
spaghetti. Nip the problem in the bud, as they say. 


The dog slowly noses open the door, looking left and right before stalking 
up to Niki silently, who’s leaning over a large pot. Aha. 


The woman’s head snaps up, and she carefully turns around to face 
Dogchamp. “Oh, hello,” she drawls, voice dripping with sickly sweetness. 
“Didn’t expect to see you here.” 


Silence. She sighs. “I suppose you’ve won, then. I assume you want the 
spaghetti?” 


Dogchamp comes to stand next to her, tilting his head up as she reaches 
into the pot with her bare hands. 


Then suddenly- Niki whips from the pot a CANDLE?!?! 


Not just any candle, a spaghetti candle! 


(Uf dogs could gasp, Dogchamp would have done so very dramatically). 


“You SON OF A BITCH!” she shrieks in triumph. “I GOT YOU! Yow’ ll 
never find Jack now, we’re /ocked in this here kitchen!” A quick glance 
around confirms her words, and the dog silently seethes. Then... a familiar 
tugging in his gut. The anger is quickly replaced by smugness, and 
Dogchamp raises his head to regard the pink-haired woman. “You'll never 
find him, mongrel. For he is eating /eftover spaghetti, and I bet you have 
NO IDEA WHAT THAT SMELLS LIKE!” 


She’s right. But, suddenly there’s a sharp tug in his gut and Dogchamp 
disappears, the distance between him and his boy too great. 


Niki, despite being foiled, merely lets out a sigh before a genuine smile 
graces her feature. “Oh, mutt . Pll always be one step ahead.” 


When the familiar scream of a man who’s had his spaghetti stolen echoes 
across the server once more, Niki will be ready. And so will the leftover 
spaghetti stocked up in the fridge. 
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Sam storms into the prison, throwing way more force than necessary into 
every action he takes. Flip a lever? Yank it like he had yanked Foolish’s 
perfect golden hair; yanked it like he used to pull Ponk out of danger. 
Throw a keycard into the floor? With the force of a thousand suns, enough 
to knock out Foolish’s perfect teeth, the same force he used to bring the axe 
down on Ponk’s arm- nope, nope, not thinking about that right now. 
Literally walk down a hallway? WALK LIKE HE WAS ON HIS WAY TO 
PROPOSE TO PONK AND PROBABLY MAYBE UNCERTAINLY 
REJECT FOOLISH. 


Sam takes a deep breath before entering the control room for Pandora’s 
vault. He has to check on the prisoner, but more importantly he has to allow 
the Warden to take over. The separate entity that lives within him is 
slumbering right now, refusing to come out till he calms down. Neither of 
them can function properly, much less around Dream , if Sam’s emotional. 


But the Warden is being stubborn today, and Sam cannot deal with this , so 
he steels his voice the best he can and offers a deadpan, “Hello, Dream,” 
into the microphone. 


The prisoner jumps up from where they’re sprawled on the obsidian floor, 
dashing over to the speaker and mic like a dog when their owner comes 
home. “Hey, Sammy! You’re back early, did you miss me?” 


The creeper hybrid lets out an exasperated breath, but that’s apparently too 
much information to reveal because a twisted grin begins to creep across 
what’s visible of Dream’s face. 


“Aw, Sammy, did you miss your therapy-session-talk-about-your- 
depression?” 


“Stop saying it like that!” Sam snaps, the tips of his pointed ears glowing 
green, before dropping his voice to something akin to a whine. “And shut 
up, I told you that in confidence!” 


Dream’s smile drops instantly. “Sam. Sam look at me and tell me I’m the 
type of person who inspires confidence in you.” No answer. “If I am, that’s 
really sad, man.” 


The creeper hybrid curls his hands into fists to try and stifle the explosions 
igniting in them. The Warden gives a displeased rumble from within and 
Sam hisses back at it. “Shut up,” he mutters into the mic, trying again to 
collect himself. Professional and emotionless. You’ve got to be professional. 


“You need better friends.” 
“You have no friends!” 


It’s stupid and petty and childish and all the things the Warden shouldn t be 
, and he knows Dream’s about to make fun of him for having a tantrum or 
something- 


Wait. 


A sniffling comes over the speakers, and Sam lifts his head curiously before 
the prisoner’s voice filters through. “I wear a mask with a smile for hours at 
a time.” 


“What...?” Sam’s head tilts curiously to the side, waiting for them to 
continue. When they don’t, he leans back over the mic. “That’s a self made 
prison, man.” He glances around. “This all 1s, actually.” 


He feels something akin to a purr. The Warden approves of that joke, and 
the neon blush lights up his cheeks in pride. For such a stubborn bitch, at 
least it has a sense of humor! 


“SHUT THE FUCK UP!” Dream’s voice screeches over the speaker, 
causing the creeper hybrid to stumble back and miniature explosions to 
begin popping back up. “You’re a shitty father figure!” 


Dont engage, don t engage, stay professional, stay calm, don t engage- 


“Where did THAT come from?!” Sam snarls back, ignoring ignoring the 
droplets that roll down his face and hiss when they land on his steaming 
paws. 


“Oh, does Sammy need to vent ?” Dream mocks, snapping right back to 
their manipulative bastard persona. 


And you know what? That is it . Sam’s had an ass week, from learning his 
not-officially-adopted-but-totally-still-his-sons have gotten platonically 
married without telling anyone, apparently and then Foolish beat him up 
with his perfect and chiseled golden body- 


A growl from the Warden snaps Sam back to reality. Yeah. This week’s 
been fucked, and since Dream has offered, why fucking not? 


“YEAH, I THINK I WILL.” 
Dream’s eyes go wide, mouth turning into an “o” shape. “Oh shit-” 


“T have HAD IT! FIRST, I learn that Purpled and Tommy have gotten 
MARRIED and DIDN’T TELL ANYONE, which caused WAY TOO 
MANY breakdowns and has kept me ina CONSTANT HELL OF STRESS 
AND EMOTIONAL AGONY AND THE WARDEN REFUSES TO TAKE 
OVER SO NOW I’M STUCK HERE SCREAMING AT YOU! ALSO, 
YOUR STUPID BEAUTIFUL GOLDEN BROTHER MADE ME GO 
THROUGH A GAY AWAKENING AGAIN , NOT TO MENTION HE’S 
DATING MY EX AND ASKED ME TO GET MARRIED TO BOTH OF 
THEM AFTER BEATING ME IN A FIGHT! AND THEN BAD ALMOST 


DESTROYED THE SUPPORT GROUP BUILDING WHICH LED TO US 
ALMOST REPAINTING IT THE SAME COLOR AS TECHNOBLADE’S 
HAIR and oh my fucking primes I’m so done -” 


Sam slams his face into his paws, ignorant of the mini explosions popping 
up in them, and screams . 


The prison is silent, save for the slow chug of lava or the whirring of 
machinery. Even the Warden doesn’t offer its two cents. As for Dream- the 
prisoner doesn’t say anything, they just flop backwards onto the obsidian 
floor, arms splayed out. Sam takes a deep breath, sufficiently calmed down. 
He feels much better now, but there’s still no sound. For such a 
manipulative bastard, they really aren’t taking advantage of his 
vulnerability right now. Strange. 


The creeper hybrid tentatively taps the mic. “Dream? You in there?” He 
checks the cameras, and then the mic again. “Is the mic bugging out...?” he 
asks, mostly to himself. 


However, the speaker crackles to life. “Stare at the ceiling as I hold back 
what’s on my mind.” 


“Uh... are you okay?” 


“And when they ask me how I’m doing I say I’m just fine,” they mutter. A 
pause, then, “I'm just fine.” 


And then. 
“Tommy got married.” 
“Acute observation, Sherlock.” 


“Tommy got married , and he didn’t tell me-” The prisoner begins to peel 
themselves off the floor and both the Warden and Sam let out long-suffering 
groans. He thought they were over this stage of the revelation, but alas, 
more crying he must suffer. However, Sam holds absolutely no sympathy 
for Dream. 


The prisoner gets up and begins to pace. “Tommy, my prize, my only 
attachment, my muse, my brother , got fucking married without telling me! 
And to that kid- the wannabe mercenary, Punz’s brother, your son, right? 
What’s his name again?” 


Sam blinks. How does- oh wait. He thrives off ruining people’ lives, of 
course he knows everyone s attachments. The creeper hybrid’s just happy 
they’re not crying. Then he realizes Dream is waiting for something. “His 
name is Purpled.” 


“Oh course, of course, Parceled. What a strange name, Primes Sam I 
expected better from you. And Tommy! Why on the SMP would he decide 
to get married to someone named Parasol-” 


“ Purpled. His name is PURPLED.” 


“Yes, I get it! Peanut butter! Your naming skills are horrible. And Zommy - 
this kid is rich, isn’t he? Tommy would only go after someone rich, Prime 
knows he doesn’t value actual friendship .” 


Sam seethes, and feels the Warden withdraw from the sudden influx of 
emotion. “Ill have you know that they’re very much in platonic love and 
genuinely care about each other, so SHUT THE FUCK UP! Also, for 
PRIME’S SAKE, HIS NAME IS PURPLED! ” 


“His name is POGGERS ? The word is real ? It all makes sense now, that’s 
why he married him-” 


The creeper hybrid throws his head in his hands and screams again. He can 
barely feel the Warden’s presence within him anymore, as a creature that 
shies away from emotion it has become subatomic at this point. Sam takes a 
deep breath, and Dream’s voice begins to register in his head again. “-truly 
unbelievable. What’s his name again?” 


“It's literally a color.” 


“Ah yes. Orange.” 


“HOLY FUCKING SHIT!” Sam explodes, throwing a blasting punch into 
one of the monitors and shattering a hole straight through it. “I SWEAR TO 
PRIME, THIS IS EXACTLY WHY NO ONE WAS GOING TO TELL 
YOU THEY GOT MARRIED AND MOVED IN TOGETHER. THEY’RE 
HAPPY AND NO MATTER HOW MUCH YOU BITCH AND 
COMPLAIN NOTHING IS GOING TO CHANGE THAT!” 


There’s a silence as the creeper hybrid’s paws burst and crackle so much it 
begins to burn. Slowly he begins the breathing exercises to calm down that 
Ponk used to take him through. The slow and rhythmic chug of the lava is 
soothing, and even the Warden makes its presence known again once his 
breathing is under control. Sam winces at his burned and blackened paw 
pads, and listens as he reaches for the med kit he keeps in the room. 


A soft sniffle makes its way over the speakers. Sam leans forward, wiping 
the soot off his pads. “Dream? Are you... crying?” He glances up to a 
monitor, which is slightly cracked from the force of the explosion. “I can’t 
see from here.” 


“That’s what the point of the mask is.” 


They turn towards the camera and from the shattered portion of the mask 
Sam can see that yes, Dream is crying. He sighs. “Are you okay.” 


“T haven’t seen the light in ages.” 

“That doesn’t answer my question.” 

“But I’ve been places.” 

“No you haven’t.” 

“So I’m okayish,” they mutter, barely audible. “I’m okayish.” 
“Can you repeat that? I didn’t hear that at all -” 


“TM OKAY, BITCH!” 


Sam, for the third time that day, throws his head in his hands and screams, 
ignoring the blood and soot that smear on his face. “ Holy shit holy shit holy 
shit holy shit holy shit holy shit holy shit holy shit- ” 


Sam feels himself beginning to black out. Oh, fucking finally- 


The creeper hybrid doubles over before snapping back up with better 
posture than everyone in the Dream SMP combined. It lets out a low 
rumble, and Dream immediately pales. “Oh shit.” 


The Warden steps over to the food chute and drops down a couple bits of 
rotten flesh, then sticks its tongue out the prisoner, a childish action they 
can’t even see. It then proceeds to stomp itself right out of the prison to get 
Sam some chocolate croissants, because goddamn this man needs some. 


Dream’s left standing, dumbfounded, as their fingers curl into the rotten 
flesh. “Wait a second.” 


The Warden is far from the prison their cry echoes out. 
“OH PRIMES, TOMMY’S GOING TO INTERIOR DECORATE! ” 
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It’s been one week since they moved in together, and Tommy can tell 
Purpled hasn’t slept. At all. 


There’s a part of him that wants to believe it’s just the fact that Dogchamp 
has abandoned the alien hybrid’s bed in favor of keeping a perpetually cold 
Tommy warm, but he knows that’s not it. Simply put, it’s just that Purpled 
doesn’t trust him. 


The night when the demon hybrid had invited the purple-clad teen back to 
his hovel, he’d been lulled to sleep with warmth, hot chocolate, and the 
promise of security. But since that fluke it’s clear that Purpled won’t let 
himself fall asleep when Tommy’s around. Not that night when they were 
stargazing, and not any of these nights in the UFO. 


It’s disheartening, to say the least. Being able to sleep comfortably around 
someone is the greatest sign of trust. Tommy and Tubbo could sleep 
anywhere in each other’s presence and have a great night’s sleep. Fundy, 
with his fox instincts, would always sleep soundly next to the demon hybrid 
due to the familial bond he’d imprinted. Wilbur... Wilbur used to not be 
able to sleep unless he had Tommy there, curled tightly into his chest. The 
blonde knows that clearly he hasn’t done anything to deserve that trust, but 
still he yearns to be able to give Purpled that security, that sense of safety. 


Mornings go like this: Tommy crawls out of bed in a stolen hoodie 
(Ranboo’s- Tubbo’s are either too small or Ranboo’s as well, and he isn’t 
sure how Purpled would react if Tommy ended up with one of his), straps 
on his leg and heads to the bathroom with Dogchamp on his heels. 
Sometime when he’s brushing his teeth, the dog is lured away by the smell 
of food wafting from the kitchen, leaving the demon hybrid to stare at 
himself in the mirror and wonder things: are the bags under his eyes due to 
lack of sleep, or never-fading imprints of once-shattered cheekbones? 


Then he’ll go into the kitchen, watching Purpled somehow expertly bumble 
through cooking breakfast, swaying sleepily. This morning, Tommy had 
wrapped his arms around the alien hybrid’s waist and settled his head on the 
other’s shoulder (under the guise of being clingy, when really he was just 
holding the other blonde up, terrified he’d fall face-first onto the stove). 


Purpled’s exhausted, and Tommy hates it because he knows it’s his fault. 
He’s been trying to give the other teen space, let him relax on his own, but 
Tommy has also been going to therapy and knows he should ask for what he 
needs. 


So here he is, standing outside Purpled’s bedroom door, hand raised to 
knock and flinching at every crack of thunder. Dogchamp nuzzles closer, 
and the demon hybrid takes a deep breath before rapping on the door. 


Purpled answers almost immediately, leaning heavily against the doorframe 
with a forearm raised above his head. “Yeah?” 


Another clap of thunder sounds, and Tommy flinches violently, minutely 
shaking; his pupils slit like a cat’s. Dogchamp whines and presses closer, 


while Purpled’s eyes widen to the size of dinner plates. 


“Can I sleep here tonight?” The demon blonde asks, voice trembling. / 
know it’ll hurt you. But please, dont turn me away. Primes, I’m so selfish, 
but please please- 


“Uh, yeah, sure.” Purpled pushes himself off the doorframe and gestures for 
Tommy to come in, curling his arms tight around himself, obscuring them 
in the dark room. In the back of his mind, the blonde registers that he’s not 
wearing a hoodie, but is instead in boxers and an oversized shirt that hangs 
off one shoulder. 


Tommy heads towards and plops down on the side of the bed that looks less 
slept on (though neither looks slept on at all, he notes with a grimace), 
sliding off his netherite leg as the purple-clad teen lays on the other side, so 
they’re back to back. The demon pulls the covers over them, and 
Dogchamp curls up on the edge of the bed. 


A bed is always so much warmer when there's someone else in it. Tommy’s 
already drifting off, until another clap of thunder startles him awake and he 
grabs onto the closest source of comfort: Purpled’s hand. That’ funny, he’s 
still wearing gloves. 


Then there’s a flash of lightning, and the succeeding roll of thunder almost 
sends Tommy into a panic. And a panicking brain is not a rational one, so 
the demon hybrid flips over and grabs Purpled around the middle, pulling 
the blonde flush to his chest. 


The alien lets out a little squeak at the sudden movement, and Tommy 
buries his face in his hair, right where the purple pigment 1s. “AII this rain’s 
gonna ruin the snow,” he murmurs. “S’ gonna be fuckin gross and slushy 
now.” 


He’s rewarded with a huff of air that could’ve been mistaken for a laugh, 
before Purpled relaxes into the embrace and tucks his head more 
comfortably underneath Tommy’s chin. 


The demon hybrid falls asleep to the sound of the rain and his own purrs. 


The next morning, when Tommy wakes up, he’s elated to find Purpled 
curled up on his chest, looking the most content the blonde’s ever seen 
him. 


Warmth pools in Tommy’s chest. Maybe all he needed was somebody to 
reach out. 


Purpled is a stress cooker, and by default, a stress eater as well. 


So so far he’s eaten: six eggs, two steaks, four grilled cheese, an entire pie 
and is now snacking on the marshmallows Tommy put above the fridge 
(due to the three stomachs he’s able to eat more food and his metabolism is 
crazy fast- but it’s unfortunately likely he’Il throw it all back up. Even his 
stomachs can’t handle this much food). 


The alien growls and scribbles something out on the paper, before shoveling 
two more marshmallows into his mouth. It’s frustrating . Tommy’s done so 
much for him and Purpled hasn’t done shit in return. He has to show the 
demon hybrid that he cares , because his whole “I don’t give a shit” attitude 
he’s got going on will only make Tommy think this is one sided, and then 
decide to leave and forget about him. 


No no no, he wont forget about me, he can’t- 
“Hey Purp, whatcha doin’?” 


The blonde’s entrance nearly startles Purpled out of his seat, but he quickly 
recovers and scrunches the paper into a ball. “Nuffin’,” he says, through a 
mouthful of another five marshmallows. 


“Give me those,” Tommy chides, grabbing the bag. The motion causes his 
knife to thump thump thump against his chest, drawing Purpled’s attention 
to it. 


“Do you know how to use that?” he asks, pointing. The blonde tilts his head 
at him, confused and cheeks stuffed. “The knife?” 


“Oh yeah!” Tommy swallows down the fluff in his mouth and leans his 
forearms against the counter. “Bad taught me a couple moves, but I’m 
probably rusty. It’s been a while... mostly just for emergencies now.” 


“T could teach you!” Purpled blurts, and the younger’s dumbfounded look 
makes his cheeks go violet. “Teach you how to use the knife, that is. Just in 
case. For emergencies.” 


The blonde blinks, before a huge grin stretches across his face. ““That’s so 
fuckin’ poggers, I’m totally down big man!” 


The alien hybrid matches his smile, albeit a little less vibrant. “Head 
downstairs and I'll meet you outside, okay?” Tommy bounces away towards 
the water elevator, Dogchamp at his heels. Purpled rifles around his room 
for a bit, before making his own way downstairs with an old tron knife and 
a bo staff to begin with. 


“What’s the stick for?” Tommy inquires, bounding across the year to meet 
him. 


“To start,” the alien replies, leveling it at the demon’s head. “So you can get 
the basics and technique without stabbing me or yourself, since I don’t have 
training knives. Alright. Let me see your stance.” 


Both blondes set themselves in a fighting stance, and Purpled nods. “So 
you’ve got that down. Let’s start with parries.” 


They go back and forth like that for a while, practicing basic dodges and 
strikes along with a few fancier and more complicated moves thrown in 
here or there, and with each one Tommy gets faster, stronger, and more 
precise. After a couple of hours, Purpled calls a break. 


“Let’s do an actual spar,” the purple-clad teen suggests, taking a sip of 
water. He leans down to pet Dogchamp, who’s been sunbathing. 


Tommy chuckles. “Prepare to lose, Purp,” he says, tilting his head and 
grinning, wiry tail swishing back and forth. Suddenly acutely aware of his 


own, the alien hybrid shoves it down into his pants. He does not want it out 
during a knife fight. “Il have you know the women adore my knife skills.” 


“Mhm, sure.” The blondes face each other in fighting stances. “Okay. We’ Il 
go until one of us is pinned for ten seconds. Got it?” Tommy nods, his 
golden hair flopping back and forth over his horns. “Another thing- in a 
knife fight, you will always get cut or stabbed, there’s no two ways about it. 
So don’t let it disorient you when it happens, okay?” Another vigorous nod. 
“Alright. Ready, set, GO!” 


The two teens lunge at each other, Tommy opening with a slash that 
Purpled catches with his own knife. Feeling the power of the netherite 
carving a nic in the iron blade, the alien realizes a little too late that maybe 
he shouldn’t’ve brought his fists to a pistol war. 


The demon hybrid jumps back before diving forwards again, which the 
alien quickly dodges before stabbing at the younger’s side. Tommy throws 
his leg up to block, the knife slicing into his thigh but slamming Purpled’s 
chin with his metal foot. The alien recovers immediately (despite the 
bruises already forming on his jaw), sweeping the blonde’s leg while he’s 
off balance. Tommy goes down, but rolls back up too quickly for Purpled to 
be able to pin him. 


The teens circle each other for a second, before Tommy’s back on the 
offense with an upward slash that slices a cut Purpled’s face before firing an 
uppercut right into his exposed stomach. The demon tosses his knife into 
his free hand and grabs Purpled’s wrists by the hoodie cuffs, holding them 
above his head before stabbing straight. The alien twists, but the knife still 
goes straight into his side. Purpled doesn’t even feel it, he’s running too 
high on adrenaline. His and Tommy’s eyes meet for a second: they’re gray 
and cold and even a little unfocused, his pupils once again slit like a cat’s. 
It’s like he’s not even seeing Purpled. 


The alien hybrid then kicks the demon in the chest, sending him off balance 
but not letting go. Purpled takes advantage of this, sweeping Tommy’s legs 
and freeing his own wrists, before landing on top of the blonde. He pins the 
teen’s wrists above his head and sets his knife against his neck. Tommy 
struggles fruitlessly as Purpled counts. “ /, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10!” 


They stare at each other for a second, before Purpled lets out a long breath 
and relaxes while Tommy bursts out laughing, bright cerulean bursting back 
into his previously dull eyes. 


“That was amazing |” he cries as he pushes himself back up, and the alien 
hybrid scoots off so they’re sitting across from each other. “So fuckin’ cool, 
man!” The demon hybrid’s eyes sweep the damp ground, and his ears flick. 
“Where’d my knife go, though?” 


The pain hits Purpled all at once, like a chorus fruit to the face (an 
experience he would not like to repeat- those things hurt ). He doubles over 
with a pained whine, the violet pads of his gloves stained red from where 
they’d pressed into his side. 


“Holy SHIT!” Tommy lunges forwards and carefully lifts the blonde’s 
hoodie, to be met with the sight of his enchanted netherite knife buried deep 
in Purpled’s side. 


Purpled, however, cannot hear a word Tommy is saying. Everything is 
fuzzy and painful and he feels bile rising in his throat, before violently 
puking up his stress eating (thankfully off the side of where Tommy is 
sitting). He can barely feel the younger’s arm slide under his to lift him up 
or hear the soothing words peppered with curses or feel bandaged fingers 
carding their way through his sweaty hair. 


Is he on the couch now? Purpled’s not sure how he got here, but he can feel 
a gentle weight holding him down, then something’s shoved into his 
mouth. 


What sounds like a mumbled apology precedes an explosion of pain in his 
side. Primes, I’m going soft . I’ve suffered so much worse. It's been too 
long. The alien teen grits his teeth into the gag to hold back the scream 
building in his throat. He grabs onto the huge and furry weight on top of 
him, that’s probably Dogchamp. The stabbing becomes stinging and the 
blonde holds tighter, vaguely aware of words being spoken that he knows 
he wouldn’t be able to hear even if he tried listening. 


Eventually the edges of his blurry vision begin to darken, but Purpled fights 
it. I’ve been stabbed before, I’ve been through so much worse, why cant I 
fucking stay awake? This shouldn t bother me, I’m so pathetic- 


Another stab of pain is unforgiving, and Purpled is dragged, kicking and 
screaming, into unconsciousness. 


Tommy falls asleep a little after Purpled passes out. He’d removed the 
knife, cleaned and stitched the wound up, then bandaged it tightly. He’d 
even made sure to clean everything up before setting them both on the 
couch, promptly conking out himself. 


Tommy subsequently wakes up just as Purpled does. The other boy shoots 
up with a gasp, clutching his side and beginning to pant. Tommy’s up in an 
instant, holding him steady. 


“ Primes ... that... that hurts like a bitch ,” the blonde huffs out. 


“Yeah, sorry about that...” Tommy says slowly. He hates how awkward he 
sounds. J only cause problems. I’m too violent, I do things without 
considering the consequences. Sure, I helped him and fixed him up but even 
though I didn t mean to hurt him I did, I didn t mean to I really didnt but 
fuck , J did, I always do- 


“Tt shouldn’t hurt this much!” Purpled borderline whines , before dropping 
himself back onto the couch. He yelps loudly upon landing, then growls. 
“Primes, I’ve been through so much worse , why does a tiny little stab 
wound hurt so bad ?” 


Tommy leans over the alien teen, dangling his knife over his face. The 
netherite shimmers with heavy enchantments, and power radiates off of it. 


“It might have something to do with this, big man,” he offers, and Purpled 
throws an arm over his eyes and groans. 


“Tt’s still pathetic,” he mumbles into the fabric. 


Something stabs at Tommy’s heart and he lets out a low whine. “Oh, no, no, 
no,” he croons, cupping Purpled’s bruised jaw and gently pulling him up 
into a sitting position. “Don’t you fucking ever call yourself pathetic for 
something you can’t control.” The voice in Tommy’s head that sounds 
suspiciously like Tubbo chimes in “ Touche .” He tells it to shut up. He 
doesn’t want to think about Tubbo right now. 


Tears threaten the edges of Purpled’s eyes, but he closes them and shakes 
his head, pressing further into Tommy’s hands. The demon rubs his thumbs 
slowly over the alien hybrid’s face, tracing his cheekbones up to the purple 
markings beneath his eyes. The blonde sighs quietly, contently. He brings 
his own hands up to hold Tommy’s, softly rubbing his face further into the 
soft bandages. His wings flutter occasionally. 


Eventually, Purpled wrinkles his nose, and slowly pulls out of the embrace. 
“My hands smell like blood,” he mutters, looking down. His hoodie and 
pants are severely bloodstained. “Shit. These are beyond saving.” 


Tommy helps Purpled up and to his room, he waits just outside the door 
with Dogchamp (“Big dog! Such a big dog, who’s a good boy?”’). He hears 
a thump and a hiss, and the demon hybrid quickly pops his head in, fearing 
the other blonde had fallen and hurt himself even worse. 


Fortunately, it seems he just dropped himself on the bed a little too 
forcefully. He’s sitting there, in a loose t-shirt, prepping to pull a hoodie on. 
Tommy lets out a small breath he’d been holding, when something catches 
his eye. 


The tattoos are done in black triangles, spiraling down just below his left 
shoulder to midway through his forearm, then just below his right shoulder 
to barely above his elbow. They’re incredibly simple, but Tommy likes 
them. 


Purpled must feel him staring, because he whips his head around and they 
lock eyes for one second, two seconds, three seconds, before the alien full- 
on panics . 


“GET OUT !” he shrieks, scrabbling off the bed and across the floor into 
the corner in a desperate attempt to get as far away as possible. “Get out, 
get out, get out, get out ! I won’t- please, primes, please don t look at me- 
please stop looking at me-” 


Tommy steps forwards to help, exerting the most self control he’s ever had 
to not rush forwards when he sees the blood beginning to seep through the 
bandages. Carefully, the demon hybrid leans down and takes Purpled’s 
wrists in his hands, gently pulling them away from his arms- the gloved 
fingers have dug in so deep the nails have pressed purple crescents, even 
through the fabric. 


At the touch, the blonde stops fighting, his magenta eyes cloudy and 
unfocused. “Hey Purp,” Tommy says, rubbing circles on the back of the 
boy’s hands. “Can you hear me?” 


“Yessir,” Purpled chokes out, and the demon feels his heart break a little. 
“Do you know who I am?” he asks softly. 

“T- you’re- wait, no, you’re not- you’re... you’re, um... you’re Tommy.” 
“That’s poggers. Yeah, I’m Tommy. We’re going to play a game, okay?” 


Purpled nods slowly, his magenta eyes still darting around at a frantic pace, 
clouded and fearful. 


“Okay.” Tommy drops from his knees to a more comfortable sitting 
position. The wound on his thigh is really beginning to throb, especially 
with his prosthetic attached. “Can you tell me five things you can see?” 


“You... Dogchamp... the bed... the walls... the desk.” 


Purpled’s breathing is labored, but he’s breathing. That’s really fucking 
good. He recognizes Dogchamp too, which means he’s coming out of his 
head a little. But he’s still in deep, as evidenced by his unfocused eyes. 


“Four things you feel?” 


“You... pain... the floor... my clothes.” 


Blood has soaked through almost the entire front of the bandages, and 
Tommy prays to Prime that Purpled doesn’t see his worry and begin to 
panic again. 


“Three things you can hear?” 
“You... my wings... your tail.” 


Tommy’s tail is tapping nervously against his thigh, and the alien teen’s 
wings flick and flutter nervously. Dogchamp lays on the floor and whines. 


“Two things you can smell?” 
“Flowers... blood.” 


Tommy directs his thoughts away from the rose bouquet on the desk (an 
unprompted gift from Bad and Skeppy), with pedals stained the same color 
as the once-white bandages. 


“One thing you can taste?” 


Awareness 1s finally returning to his magenta eyes, but there’s fear and pain 
in them when Purpled looks into his own cerulean ones. “Blood.” 


“Shhh, it’s okay,” Tommy murmurs, gently moving his hands up to the 
blonde's face, barely touching the one bruised side to prevent causing any 
more unnecessary pain. “I'll get it cleaned up again and you can get some 
rest, okay?” A short but tense nod. Tommy sends Dogchamp to get the med 
kit and health pots, because he doesn’t trust Purpled not to hurt himself 
while he’s gone. Already, he’s moving the alien’s hands away from 
breaking the skin on his arms again. 


The boy in question curls nearly completely in on himself, in a futile 
attempt to disappear. 


“T think they’re pretty fuckin’ awesome, big man.” Purpled’s head snaps up 
and he regards the demon with suspicious eyes. “Your tattoos. They’re 


really fuckin’ cool.” 


The alien attempts to get even smaller (which would be comical in any 
other situation, considering he’s got nearly two inches on Tommy). “I hate 
them. I hate what they represent.” 


Tommy gently rubs his thumb on a pale shoulder. Purpled bites down on his 
lip hard enough to draw blood, but leans a little closer. The ink of most 
triangles is a little faded, and some look somewhat stretched over his skin. 
Those must’ve been done when he was young. 


“I’ve always wanted a tattoo,” the demon hybrid says, moving so that he’s 
sitting next to the alien hybrid. “Bad promised he’d do it for me once I 
turned eighteen, but now... I don’t know if I can handle...” 


The pain goes unspoken between them. 


“T like Punz’s tattoo,” Purpled says softly. “It’s small and tasteful. Just a 
small chain wrapped around his upper arm.” 


“That’s what I was thinking off,” Tommy says, muting his enthusiasm a bit 
because he doesn’t want to scare the teen. Purpled’s talking almost normally 
now and that’s fantastic . 


“Hypixel gave me these. Bedwars.” It’s almost inaudible, and the blonde 
sits attentively. Dogchamps trots back in, putting the bag in Tommy’s lap. 
Purpled moves to lie down on the floor, grimacing when the demon begins 
to work. “One triangle for every win,” he gestures to his right arm, “and one 
for every kill,” he gestures to his left, dropping his voice to a much softer 
tone. 


Tommy pours the health pot onto a cloth and presses it to the wound. The 
inner stitches are fine, at least. 


“Ow, fuck ,” Purpled hisses. But for the most part he stays completely quiet 
while Tommy works, even when blood begins to roll down his chin from 
biting his lip so hard. 


After he helps him into a sitting position, the demon carefully pulls Purpled 
into a hug, rubbing the teen’s arms. “For the record, I think they’re 
beautiful, and if you don’t, I want you to know that that’s okay too.” 


As much as it hurts Tommy to see his friend in so much pain, being trusted 
to comfort him gives the demon a sense of purpose rivaled by no other. 


He can help, and everything will be okay. 


Purpled kicks a rock, wincing at the shooting pain that the action sends up 
his side. 


Primes, why 1s he so bad at this? 


He tries to do one nice thing for Tommy and ends up getting stabbed , and 
having to be taken care of again . Now he can’t even walk properly. 


At least the bruises on his jaw don’t hurt too much anymore. 


Purpled throws his head back and groans, right before bumping into 
something. Something small and sharp pokes close to the stab wound, and 
he yelps in pain, grabbing on whatever he’d bumped into for balance. 


Once the pain-induced fog fades, Purpled finally realizes what this is. 

A cow. 

She’s big and brown, with small, sharp horns, a couple small white spots 
scattered here and there, and... freckles. Itty-bitty little dots create a band 
over her snout, much like Tommy’s. 

Purpled cups her face in his hands and gasps softly. “You’re perfect .” 
He’s always been a bit fascinated by face markings. It’s partially due to the 


fact that he’s incredibly insecure about his own purple markings (seeing 
others’ makes him less insecure about himself) but also because he’s 


interested in how no two are the same. Moles, freckles, scars and marks- no 
two are the same. 


Tommy loves cows, doesn’t he? 


“You’re perfect,” Purpled coos again. “He’s totally gonna see how much I 
care, how much I- he-” his mouth downturns in a bit of a frown, and the 
cow moos and boops her nose against his. “He’ll never forget this. Never 
forget me.” The alien quickly fishes a lead out of his inventory and wraps it 
around the bovine’s neck, and just short of skips back to the Prime Path 
(he’s still in immense pain). 


There’s clouds packed heavy with the next snow threatening the horizon, 
but right now the sky is blue and the sun 1s shining. The grass has dried 
from the last rain, too- it’s a perfect day for a picnic. 


Purpled entertains the thought a little more, planning out a huge lunch 
complete with all the fixings, then finally presenting the cow to Tommy as 
the perfect conclusion to the perfect afternoon. And after everything 
Tommy’s done for him. He deserves the world. 


But that’s more than Purpled can give, so he’s just going to try his best and 
hope Tommy’s standards are low. 


Dogchamp comes out to greet them, taking a minute to greet his boy before 
touching noses with the cow. His tail wags and the cow moos happily. 


It doesn’t seem like Tommy’s home, so Purpled pulls the cow to tie her up 
in the secret room underneath the UFO. That way, he can keep her hidden 
while he works on food for this picnic. He’s even got a menu planned out in 
his head: melons, random sandwich flavors that shouldn’t go together but 
do (1.e. peanut butter and banana, cream cheese and olive, tuna and 
cucumber), some scrambled eggs (of course) and maybe some of that 
raspberry tart that Punz really likes- 


“Purp? What’re you up to, big man?” 


Oh. Guess that plan’s going down the drain. 


The blonde bites down hard on his lip. Mercenaries don t cry, especially not 
over lunch. It’s okay, Ican still do it, it just wont be a surprise anymore... 
he'll still appreciate it, won t he? 


“What’s that you’ve got there?” the demon hybrid calls as he trots towards 
them. Purpled takes another deep breath and looks up to face the teen, 
trying not to wince at every click click click of his leg across the ground. 


This isn t enough. I’m not doing enough. 


“Uh.” He kicks his foot against the ground, displacing some loose dirt. 
“Well, it’s a cow? I just kinda... for you.” He thrusts the lead into Tommy’s 
hand, tail tightly curled around his leg and wings buzzing nervously. The 
cow moves her head out of the way as to not get smacked and the demon 
turns his attention towards her. 


“Pretty girl!” he coos, rushing forwards and cupping the cows face in his 
hands, stroking her cheeks with his thumbs. “What’s this fine lady’s name, 
big man?” 


“Uh... I figured... you’d name her.” Purpled’s cheeks are tinged a pale 
violet. It feels nice, to see Tommy react so lovingly to his spur-of-the- 
moment gift. He’s just... so confused. He has no idea what he’s feeling. He 
has no idea what he wants. 


“Okay then! I’m going to call you... Glory!” Tommy turns to Purpled with 
a grin. “Glory is a fuckin’ pog name, innit?” 


“Yeah. It’s a great name.” 


He’s caught off guard with a yelp as Tommy wraps his arms around him 
and tightly pulls him into a hug, nuzzling his face into the crook of the alien 
hybrid’s neck. “Thank you,” he murmurs. “I fuckin’ love her.” 


This. This is what I wanted. The purple-clad teen settles into the embrace. 
This is what he needs. He needs Tommy. Prime knows he can’t do anything 
himself, as evident by the past several... he doesn’t know. 


He can cook, and he can fight (but not as well as he thought he could, 
though- more practice is needed). But Tommy can do everything. 


Purpled holds on tighter. 


“Hey, are you hungry?” 


In the sunlight that drifts through the curtains, the purple spiraling out of the 
alien boy’s roots is brilliant. Tommy cards his fingers through the strands, 
noticing that they’re softer than the platinum blonde ones. The teen 
mumbles in sleep content and chases the demon hybrid’s hand as he lifts it 
away. 


Tommy chuckles and Purpled raises his head off the blonde’s chest, glaring 
sleepily. “I didn’t know your roots were purple,” the demon coos, 
scratching the top of the alien’s head. “It’s very pretty.” 


The purple-clad teen (currently clad in one of Punz’s white hoodies) snaps 
up and accidentally throws himself off the bed. He yells in pain upon 
impact, before dragging himself back up to stare at Tommy with magenta 
eyes as wide as dinner plates. “It’s WHAT ?!” 


“Purple.” 


“Oh primes oh fuck ,” Purpled mutters, pushing himself into a standing 
position before dashing best he can out of the room, towards storage. 
Tommy doesn’t bother to get up or say anything, not when he hears chests 
being thrown open and rifled through or the sounds of Purpled and 
Dogchamp searching the house for something. 


It’s only when his friend pops his head back into the bedroom and addresses 
him directly: “Do you have any yellow flowers or dye?” he speaks. 


“Have you checked your butthole?” 


All five stages of grief pass over Purpled’s face before it settles on a tight 
lipped frown. “Get out of bed. You’re helping me dye my hair.” 


The alien teen explains his process after they’ve gathered the materials 
(bonemeal and dandelions) and pressed them into dye. They’re in the 
bathroom, Purpled leaning back in a chair while Tommy runs gloved fingers 
through his hair, spreading the bonemeal. 


“Back in Hypixel, they used to use actual bleach for my hair,” Purpled 
explains, eyes closed in content. “In their words, the purple hair was too 
‘flashy’, or something. I don’t know. I was a little kid, anyways.” Tommy 
winces. It never gets easier to hear about his friend’s past, especially 
knowing how young he was. “Yeah, this really harsh stuff. When Punz got 
me out he shaved my head so the scalp could heal and my hair could grow 
back naturally. When he found me, you couldn’t even touch my head, it was 
so irritated. A nightmare if someone so much as tried to tug it for an 
advantage.” 


Tommy makes sure not to rub in too much, stopping just above Purpled’s 
scalp. Although it’s a much more natural alternative, it’s not good to 
completely smother it. “I can’t believe it grew out this much,” the alien 
hybrid grumbles, slumping in his seat. “And I didn’t even notice!” 


Punz gave Purpled this particular hair dye recipe. “I guess I wanted to keep 
it blonde because I was a stupid little kid, and it was all I’d ever known at 
that point. Plus, my savior-turned-older-brother was blonde, and I guess I 
wanted to be like him.” 


Once the yellow dye is smeared on, they run Purpled’s hair under cold 
water so it stays. The alien hybrid looks in the mirror and his wings flap 
happily. “Thanks so much, it’s perfect!” 


It feels nice to be needed. 
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At the archway leading into the village, the two blondes turn to each other 
to go over their morning’s plan again. 


“Okay,” Purpled says. “Ill trade and take Dogchamp with me, and you'll 
take Glory and do your... cow side-job here.” The blonde looks frustrated 
that he can’t seem to remember Tommy’s source of income separate from 
the Big Innit Hotel, but the demon hybrid just softly laughs and waves for 
him to continue. “I know, I’m sorry- I was paying attention, I promise-” 


The demon cuts him off. “It’s okay, big man. What’s the last part of the 
plan?” 


“And then we meet up at the well.” Purpled frowns. “Again, I’m sorry I 
just-” 


“Mhm,” Tommy confirms, rubbing the alien hybrid’s hair and grinning as 
he melts under the touch. The poor guy has a /ot of self esteem issues, and 
he’s way more of a people pleaser than Tommy originally thought. 
Sometimes it's disheartening to see him so hard on himself when he does 
something that might offend or hurt someone else’s feelings, so he’s taken 
to using the purple-clad teen’s off switch (basically any physical affection) 
to shut down these spirals. “But we have to make sure the villagers see us 


together, because they’re all big fans of me and therefore will offer you 
better deals.” Purpled blinks at him. “I’m a fuckin businessman.” 


The alien hybrid laughs bitterly. “You’re too much,” he mutters, but the 
demon’s already dragging both of them through the archway and into the 
village. Tommy waves at every villager that glances their way, and it hurts a 
little when he sees the unfiltered surprise on Purpled’s face when they wave 
back. 


One approaches them- Cyrus, the fletcher, and begins to speak. “Is this your 
husband?” they ask in their native tongue. 


Now, Tommy for the most part can understand and speak the villager’s 
language, so he knows that Cyrus is asking a question- but the last word? 
He doesn’t know that one, but it sounds an awful lot like the word for 
friend- so the demon hybrid figures it’s safe to assume it’s some sort of 
variation of “friend”. 


“Yes, this is my husband,” Tommy says back, matching the villager’s 
pronunciation. 


Cyrus nods almost giddily, which really weirds the blonde out. He’s never 
seen any villager anything besides apathetic or soft and friendly, so their 
absolute excitement is foreign. “Congratulations!” they chirp, rushing off to 
go find a gift and tell the others. 


Tommy also doesn’t know the word for “congratulations”, so he waves 
sheepishly and begins to give a confused Purpled a quick tour of this village 
(he’s never been here before, these are exclusively Tommy’s stomping 
grounds). 


Word spreads fast- by the time the boys reach the well and begin to 
implement their morning plan, the entire village is aware that these boys are 
married (they’re not- but there’s no one to refute that idea, so...) and are 
scrabbling for gifts of some sort. They’re not at all mad or upset that they 
weren’t invited- marriage isn’t really a big thing for the village, neither are 
nuclear families. Two will have a baby together, and the entire village will 
help raise it. Usually it’s just whoever’s house you happen to walk into that 


night, so they don’t really have courting customs. However, ever since 
they’ve practically adopted Tommy as sort of a distant cousin that they all 
adore, the librarians have stocked up on and continually lent out books on 
player culture, and that includes player courting. So yeah, they know 
marriage 1s a big deal and they’re all very excited and happy for the two! 


Purpled notices that when he makes his trades, everyone makes sure to pet 
Dogchamp and offer him unbelievably good trades, as well as flowers from 
the iron golem and random smooth stones from the children. 


Tommy’s a little more oblivious- mostly because he’s working with the 
cows, but he doesn’t seem to notice that more and more villagers have 
gathered around for him to explain his work (which 1s considered the 
greatest compliment in their culture- because most people have fairly 
common jobs, if someone comes over and asks about what you’ re doing, 
it’s highly flattering to know that you’re interesting), or the fact that they’re 
giving him twice as much pay as usual. The demon hybrid 1s thriving off 
the attention, however, excitedly explaining as he gestures at the cow’s 
hoof. 


“This is what was causing her pain, this white line lesion right here,” he 
says, Showing them the little hole underneath the hoof he’s just trimmed. 
“T’ve got to cut away all this here, because a false sole has formed and we 
can’t have it in the way of the lesion healing.” Tommy turns back to the 
claw and begins to carve, expertly and gently carving through horn and 
pulling it away. “Here’s the false sole,” he says, holding it up and showing 
it to them. Their eyes follow it, fascinated as he throws it to the side, “and 
here’s the actual lesion site.” The demon hybrid gestures at the pink and 
yellow mass in the cow’s foot, which has the villagers frowning, upset that 
their cows can have something like this in their foot and they never even 
noticed! “Pretty fuckin’ gross, huh? I have to clean up some of the loose 
horn around the edges, and then I’Il be ready to wrap her up! But what’s 
really cool is that the hoof has already been trying to heal itself, see? All 
this new fuckin’ horn 1s already growing over the lesion site.” The villagers 
lean closer as Tommy goes back in with his knife to finish up. 


Purpled notices the huge crowd around Tommy- practically the whole 
village is there- and feels this weird pang of jealousy as he wanders over, 


arms piled full of stuff and Dogchamp at his heels. 


“-rubber block to lift the weight off the lateral claw. And then, now, we do a 
salicylic acid wrap, which essentially acts as a painkiller and keeps shit like 
digital dermatitis from forming,’ Tommy’s saying as he wraps the claw in 
red wrap. “And she’s good to go!” He lets the foot down and opens his 
arms, while all the villagers make noises of approval (if they could clap, 
they would. But they can’t. So they don’t). 


Purpled, on the other hand, grumbles a small noise of disapproval. 
Tommy’s so, so, into this. Hearing him talk about cow hooves with such 
expertise and minimal cursing is truly a sight to behold. But it also hurts, 
because this particular skill, and the privilege of watching Tommy talk 
excitedly about it, is reserved for a bunch of fucking villagers . Not him. 


And that’s so fucking unfair ! It’s stupid and childish and the alien hybrid 
knows it, and- no, fuck, primes, no, he’s not going to cry - but he wants to 
be able to hear Tommy talk his ear off about one of his passions like that. 


Have I not earned it? He thinks, grip tightening on the merchandise while 
Dogchamp whines softly at his side. Have I not been doing enough? Tommy 
does everything... and I do nothing. I do fucking nothing and that’s why I 
fucking... that’s why I dont fucking deserve it. I dont deserve listening to 
my best friends passions and pride. I- fuck- 


No. Purpled snaps his head up with new resolve. /’m going to try harder. 
I’m going to earn this. I will not be forgotten. I'll make it so he won t forget 
me. 


He’s so in his own head that he doesn’t register the demon hybrid sidling up 
to him, tugging on his hands or asking his name. Until he feels a hand 
thread through his newly dyed hair. “Hey, Purp? Can you hear me?” 


The alien snaps to attention, blinking rapidly and shifting back and forth on 
his feet. “Uh, yeah, sorry,” he says quickly. “Just a little distracted. Let’s go 
home...” 


Tommy tugs on the back of Purpled's hoodie as he walks past him. “Hey, 
wait. That’s a lot of fuckin’ stuff, Purp, we’ve gotta load some of it onto 
Glory!” 


The purple-clad teen turns back to the demon with an artificial smile. “It’s 
all good, I can carry it home!” The blonde grimaces at the forced tone in 
Purpled’s voice, but relents. Whatever’s going on with his friend, they’ Il 
talk about it when he’s ready. Tommy’s sure of it. 


However, the demon hybrid gets less and less sure as they trek back to the 
Greater SMP. Purpled tries to keep conversation, but his voice is shaky and 
his sentences trail off in the middle more often than not. So Tommy carries 
it for him, talking about anything and everything. Everytime he breaches 
the topic of whether or not the blonde is okay, he’s shut down immediately. 
The walk is easy, but tensions are building. 


Finally, something snaps. 


“Fucking shut up !” 


Punz trots along the Prime Path, occasionally adjusting the pile of gifts in 
their arms. Oh primes, I hope they like these. 


The mercenary is juggling several packages, starting with two hoodies a 
couple of sizes two big (they’re an older sibling. Give them some slack for 
thinking their little brother is adorable in oversized hoodies), one with red 
racing stripes on the sleeves and other with purple ones. On top of that, a 
huge bouquet of fresh red roses and purple alltums, which took forever to 
find in this snow. And finally, two crowns with purple roses on one and red 
alliums on the other, made of paper mache and paint. There 1s still paint on 
their hands, but anything for their little brother (brothers! Tommy’s been 
adopted now too, definitely)! 


They’re so absorbed in adjusting and readjusting the gifts thirty times in the 
ten minutes it takes to get the UFO that they don’t hear the fight until 


they’ve stepped onto the front lawn, just to have their thoughts interrupted 
by, “FUCK YOU!” 


Punz’s head snaps up fast enough to break a chicken’s neck. Tommy is 
staring at Purpled with wide eyes, but he’s staying still and just taking the 
verbal abuse. The alien hybrid is shaking violently, tears threatening the 
edges of his eyes. “I don’t know what this is, I don’t know what I am to 
you. I’m fucking useless , everytime I try to do something it burns down in 
flames and you have to come save me, again and again and- fuck, primes, I 
don’t know what I am, I don’t know what this is... at this point, Tommy, 
just drop me. Just stop being my friend. Stop fucking stringing me along, I 
know you’re going to get rid of me eventually, there’s no way you could 
possibly want me when I’m so fucking useless -” 


Tommy rushes forwards and envelops Purpled in a hug, pushing the 
blonde’s face into his shoulder and saying, “No, no, no! You’re not useless, 
you ll never be useless... Primes, Purp, I’m so fucking sorry I ever made 
you feel that way.” 


Punz is suddenly acutely aware that this is something they probably should 
not be witnessing (lover’s quarrels and third wheels and all that- it’s 
happened far too many times for them to count. Punz didn’t even know 
dating was something that existed outside of works of fiction until Fundy 
came to them with the news that he and Dream were engaged- and for some 
reason since then they have stumbled across every single lover's quarrel on 
the server , not to mention the tearful reconciliation of Quackity, Sapnap, 
and Karl. Punz has no interest in romance, but primes does it have interest 
in them). They carefully start to step back on the Prime path, before both 
boys’ heads snap to them. 


“Uh, hi!” the mercenary says with an awkward wave, shuffling the gifts in 
their arms again. “I brought... wedding gifts?” Punz internally cringes at 
how unsure they sound, but can you blame them? The wedding already 
happened, and they weren’t invited. There’s no way this isn ¢ going to be 
uncomfortable. 


Tommy and Purpled blink at them, before breaking from their hug to take in 
what Punz brought. Then, two very different things happen. 


The demon hybrid throws his head back and laughs, rasping and loud. 
“YOU THOUGHT-” he doubles over with a wheeze, “YOU THOUGHT 
WE WERE MARRIED ?!?!” 


The purple-clad teen, on the other hand, curls into himself, clenching and 
unclenching his fists with his tail wrapped tightly around one of his legs. 
Blood dribbles down his chin from where he’d split his lip from biting it so 
hard. Purpled nods a silent thank you before nearly sprinting to the UFO. 


Tommy continues rolling around on the floor, unable to control the laughter 
that bubbles up out of him. Punz blinks, before setting down their pile. “I’m 
just... going to leave this here.” 


They rush off, whipping out their communicator. 

GROUP CHAT: GOLDENBOYS WEDDING EXCLUSIONS 
Punz: guys 

Punz: they’re not married 

The com nearly vibrates out of their hands. 


“Purp?” Tommy peaks into the room, seeing his friend in the corner, 
huddled in a ball and fiddling with his ring; leaning against Dogchamp. The 
demon hybrid sighs, soft and slow, before coming up behind him and sitting 
down. He rubs comforting circles on the blonde’s back with one hand, and 
petting Dogchamp’s ears with the other. 


Tommy doesn’t know what to say, and Purpled doesn’t seem to either. 
That’s okay. They’re both content to sit in silence. Punz’s gifts lay on the 
couch, but they can worry about those later. 


“Does the whole server think we’re married?” 


“*..suddenly it all makes sense.” 
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“You don’t understand-” 


“No. You don’t understand. They’re not going to be able to fix everything, 
especially themselves, all on their own. We can’t expect them to.” 


“But-” 


“They’re children who’ve seen too much. But children nonetheless.” 


(74 9.2: 
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Tubbo is enjoying a quiet morning in. Michael is balanced against his 
shoulder, softly sleeping while the goat hybrid sips from one of the two 
mugs (one coffee, one tea) he’d set out that morning- Ranboo’s not 
supposed to be home for another day or so, but he sets his tea out every 
morning anyways, just in case plans change. 


Tubbo sighs softly, picking up a pencil and beginning to edit the blueprints 
laid out on the counter. 


“TUBBO!” 


The door slams open, loud enough to wake Michael and startling the goat 
hybrid enough for the pencil to snap in between his hooved fingers. Tubbo 
frowns down at the shards of wood and lead distastefully before comforting 
his son, who’d begun to shake. 


Ranboo swings into the kitchen, his crown crooked, hair a mess, and with 

steaming burns on their feet and hands from the fresh-fallen snow outside. 
Enderchest is tucked under one arm, and he carefully sets her down before 
snapping their head back up. 


“Holy shit, Boo, what happened to you?” 


The enderman hybrid rushes forwards, and Tubbo notes that they’re still in 
their pajamas. “Bee, you have to convince Tommy to have a second 
wedding and invite Phil because if I have to hear his shi-” he glances 
quickly at Michael, “-uh, bad harmonica rendition of Piano Man ONE 
MORE TIME I swear to primes I’m going to flip my...” another quick 
glance at his son, “...lose my marbles.” 


The young father sighs darkly, pushing the tea towards his steaming 
husband. “I don’t know, Boo, I kind of fucked it up the first time and now 
we know they’re not married...” 


“PHIL DOESN’T KNOW THEY’RE NOT MARRIED!” Ranboo 
screeches, eyes flickering purple for a second. Tubbo shrinks back in fear, 
but the enderman hybrid doesn’t seem to have noticed, beginning to pace 
and lost in some sort of trance. “Techno hasn’t told him because of the 
conspiracy board- the old wacko is trying to figure out Sam’s weaknesses 
because he’s planning to kill him or something over custody of Tommy? 
Techno has made no move to tell him, because he’s gleefully watching his 
dad plot a murder and for some reason Skeppy’s always there now, and they 
keep taking notes on the goddamned six by eight foot conspiracy board in 
Phil’s living room-” 


Ranboo finally collapses on the couch, breathing heavily and exhausted 
from his whole spiel. Tubbo sets down Michael, who immediately runs over 
to Enderchest and plops down in front of her, sticking a hand out. The cat 


tentatively noses his fingers, before coming to rub her head against his 
cheek and settling in his lap. 


The goat hybrid chugs the last of his coffee before taking the mug of tea 
and bringing it over to where Ranboo is lying, an arm thrown dramatically 
over their eyes. He accepts the tea and Tubbo sits down, leaning into his 
husband’s side. “Okay, boss man. I’Il make things right with Tommy, but I 
can’t guarantee a wedding.” 


Ranboo’s mouth curls up in a smile. “For me? How sweet of you.” 


Despite the one-sided screaming match that took place the day before, 
Purpled and Tommy are doing fine. 


They’re teenagers, what do you expect? Once Purpled had calmed down 
sufficiently he’d made food while Tommy put the bouquet in water and 
gave the flower crowns to Glory and Dogchamp. Afterwards he’d claimed 
both hoodies as his own, both blondes knowing full well there’d be shared 
custody of the garments. 


The rest of the day was spent doing miscellaneous things, until they went to 
bed early and subsequently woke up early. And that’s what led them to this 
exact moment on the Prime Path, as Purpled had revealed he didn’t know 
how to skateboard and Tommy took personal offense to it. 


The demon hybrid holds the alien’s gloved hands tightly as he runs 
alongside the skateboard down the Prime Path. The purple-clad teen is 
leaning into the curves and bumps of the path, only using Tommy for 
balance once he remembers how fast he’s going. Both are yelling excitedly, 
which alerts Tubbo to their presence five minutes before he gets there. 


Tommy and Tubbo learned to skateboard together, in the same fashion that 
the blonde is teaching Purpled. It’s been one of the few constants in their 
tumultuous lives. 


The two blondes stop about six feet in front of Tubbo, laughing as they lean 
their heads on each other’s shoulders. They look happy. They look really, 
really happy. 


He clears his throat. “‘Hi.” 


Purpled fixes him with a glare that could kill a man, but Tommy is much 
more forgiving as he bounds over. “Hey Tubso! I’m sorry for whatever I 
did, I’ve been meaning to reach out but I figured you didn’t want anything 
to do with me so I gave you space, knowing you’d come when you were 
ready to talk, and you did, so-” 


“No, I'm sorry Tommy.” Tubbo takes the demon hybrid hands in his own 
and rubs circles with his thumbs. “I was... I jumped to conclusions and I 
hurt you. I’m sorry.” 


Someone taps Purpled on the shoulder, and he jolts around, slipping off the 
skateboard just to be caught by none other than Punz. the mercenary sets 
their brother on his feet. “Let’s give them some space, huh?” They gesture 
for Purpled to follow, so after one last jealous glance, he does. 


“I’m sorry.” Punz sighs softly as their brother’s head whips around with 
wide eyes, and they regard him with a sad smile. “I think we should talk 
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They’re walking in the direction of Snowchester, but neither of them seem 
to be doing it consciously. Just going where the internal compass is taking 
them, despite the ones on their person pointing at each other. 


“You deserve more than an apology, but the least I can give now is an 
explanation.” Tubbo breaks the brief silence, punctuated only by rolling 
wheels. He rides the skateboard, while Tommy trots along beside him with 
a click click click , keeping pace well with his long legs. 


The demon hybrid laughs awkwardly, the end of his wiry tail tapping 
nervously against Tubbo’s wrist, where it’s curled. “Really, Tubso, it’s fine, 


I forgive you! I know you wouldn’t get upset without good reason, so really, 
I’m sorry-” 


“Tommy!” The goat hybrid digs a hoof into the ground and abruptly stops 
the skateboard, which trips the blonde up with a tug of his tail. Tubbo spins 
Tommy around and rams his head into the demon’s chest, prompting an 
“oomp!” before tugging on his arms to pull the taller down to his height. 
“Tommy, I yelled at you because I was hurt that Techno knew you were 
married before I did! That you never even made an effort to tell me! Which 
is fucking stupid , because you were never even married in the first place! I 
hurt my best friend, my brother , for no fucking reason! You have no reason 
to be sorry for my impulsive anger.” 


Tommy sighs, running a hand through his hair. A bandage gets caught on 
one of his horns and rips, leaving a single off-white strand dangling from a 
finger. Tubbo tries to focus on his friend, but it’s very distracting. “Tubso. 
You’re perfectly fuckin’ justified to be angry at me even though it was a 
mistake. If I had been married and Techno knew before you... well, he 
wouldn’t, fuckin’ prick doesn’t deserve that honor... but I can understand 
why that would upset you. He fuckin’ executed you, you had every right to 
snap at me. I’m sorry for not trying to make things right.” 


“T’m sorry too.” 


And there it is. It’s a short conversation, but it’s all they need. Like Your 
Tubbo and Your Tommy they’re forever drawn to each other, and never need 
more than a few sentences to understand and forgive each other. Such is the 
bond of best friends, of brothers. 


Taking each other’s hands, Tubbo climbs back onto the skateboard and they 
resume their trek down the Prime Path. 


“So the whole server thinks we’re married?” 


“Yeah boss man, everyone flipped their shit about it. Most everyone knows 
you’ re not now, thanks to Punz. Phil hasn’t gotten the memo yet though- 
according to Boo, he keeps playing a shitty harmonica rendition of Piano 
Man.” 


“You’re fuckin’ kidding me, he still has that thing? Techno used to have to 
wrestle it away from him when we were younger, it was the most annoying 
shit ever-” 


“No, really?! Maybe I have a little respect for the GREAT 
TECHNOBLADE. ” 


“As if.” 
“Yeah. He still sucks.” 
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“There was so much crying, you know. So much. We even made a group 
chat.” 


“You made a fucking group chat -” 

“Sam and Phil were going to get into a custody battle over you.” 

“Oh, now that’s something I need to see!” 

“Oh yeah, there’s no way that’s not happening. Especially now, when you 
do get married they're going to have to fight to see who walks you down the 
aisle-” 


“No way, big man- Purpled’s walking down the aisle, one hundred percent.” 


“So there is a wedding? When? Niki already has a cake planned, you know, 
and Hannah’s got flower arrangements-” 


“Tubbo!” 


There’s a beat of silence, as both relish in their smiles and the warmth that 
pools in their stomachs, despite the snow that’s begun to fall once more. 


“Primes, we really fucked up, didn’t we?” 


“Oh yeah, you fucked up big time . I do want to see this group chat though, 
the fact that you even made one 1s brilliant -” 


Not once during their walk do their hands separate. Not when they get to 
Snowchester, walk through the door or greet Ranboo and Michael. When 
Tommy scoops up his nephew Tubbo’s hand 1s freed, as the goat hybrid 
goes to lean into his husband’s side. The thin and wiry tail is still curled 
tight around his wrist, where is remains for the rest of the night. 


Across the server, two brothers reminisce. 
Maybe they aren’t as strong on their own as they thought they were. 
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Purpled walks alongside Punz down the Prime Path, occasionally kicking 
rocks out of his way while his sibling stays quiet. It’s awkward, to say the 
least. 


Neither of them know what to do with each other, really. They haven’t 
talked since... well, since Punz got possessed by the egg. Since then the 
most interaction they’ve had is the occasional passing hello, a quick 
message on the comm, and the whole “marriage reveal” thing. It’s been 
killing both of them, they’re brothers for prime’s sake. 


Something about this: the quiet as they walk together, unsure of each other, 
is incredibly reminiscent of their first year together, as brothers. 


Purpled rubs furiously at his eyes, the bandages wrapped around his wrists 
making it so the skin beneath them was rubbed raw to the point of pain, but 
the discomfort was nothing compared to the verbal abuse he’d just been 
handed by Sir. 


Today he won, again. Because losing meant death, and, especially to a 
seven year old kid, that option is unacceptable. Sure, Bedwars has a 
respawn system, but that’ only if you can afford the luxury of it. Schmucks 
like him who were sold to the games? Unless they were lucky enough to be 


taken pity on and be sponsored, once they die out there, theres no coming 
back. 


Purpled doesn t want to die. 


When the door opens, the alien-hybrid wipes the last of the tears from his 
eyes lightning fast, snapping to attention with his gaze to the ground, and 
waits for Sir 8 orders. 


“Oh, thank the primes I found you.” 
Thats... that’s not Sir. 


“I saw you out there in the arena, and... primes, you looked just like me 
when I was your age. And even... parents murdered, sold to the game by the 
killers, you'd be surprised how common of a story that is...” the new man 
trails off, and from his peripheral vision Purpled can see an outstretched 
hand. “Right. Forgot to introduce myself. My name is Punz, pronouns are 
they/them. How about you?” 


Only then does Purpled look up, magenta eyes wide with curiosity and fear. 
“Punz” is wearing a white hoodie, with short gold hair and bright blue 
eyes. They’re smiling. They look friendly and inviting. But Purpled s not 
supposed to trust strangers, so he continues to stare. 


Punz laughs, a soft huff. “Thats okay, we can work on that. I’m gonna get 
you out of here, okay bud? Can you take my hand?” 


Get out of here? Leave the games? Purpled almost shakes his head no but 
then the irritation of his forearms and face reenter the front of his mind, and 
he remembers the bruises that litter his torso and make the shape of hands 
around his neck. The blood that drips from untreated wounds and words 
that come but never, never go. 


This man is nice. They’re smiling, which is something Sir never does. 
They’re not disgusted by his tattoos, or really anything, they don t even 
seem to care how many times they’ve won. And they’ve been here too. 


“Do you have tattoos too?” 


Punz looks started by the sudden question, but Purpled has to know. They 
chuckle quietly. “Not like yours, no. They didn t do that when I was in the 
games. However-”’ they lift their hoodie, and Purpled almost gasps at the 
scar that marks the left side of the abdomen. “They’d give us an 
identification tattoo that they added another mark to, not as big or flashy as 
yours. Very small. I... cut mine out. Cut all ties, y’know?”’ 


Purpled stares at Punz some more. Hes conflicted. Does he go with this 
strange man with the nice smile who talks in soft tones and doesn t take, 
only asks, and isn t touching him. Who wants to get him out of here. 


“T. a) 


He’s cut off with a shout from outside. That’... fuck, that’s Sir. Sirs going to 
come back and he’s going to be so mad, that someone 8 in here and he was 
thinking of escaping and- 


“Hey, hey! Calm down bud, breathe with me.”” Punz makes exaggerated 
breaths for Purpled to follow. He does so diligently, because if there's one 
thing he knows how to do its follow orders. “Our window is rapidly 
closing. So, please kid, come with me?” They reach out a hand. 


Purpled, albeit apprehensively, takes it. 


Punz yanks the boy into their chest and dives out the window, pearling to 
the portal and dashing through it, dropping them in the center of the hub. 
They dont let go, keeping Purpled shielded from the world as they weave 
through the crowds and set an exit portal for a one-way trip to their private 
server. 
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“You can open your eyes now.’ 


Punz lets Purpled down and laughs when he stumbles a bit, disoriented by 
the openness and brightness of the land before him. It’s not like Sir’s laugh- 
which is grating and loud, raspy and choking, humorless and cold. Punzs 


laugh is sweet- they’re laughing with their whole being, full of mirth and 
happiness. It’s... nice. But not nice enough. 


Purpled is still shaking from when he’d been pressed to the man’s chest. He 
sits down and curls tight around himself, feeling his wings shuffle from 
underneath their bindings. Primes, it’s so uncomfortable. He bites down 
hard on his lip when he feels tears beginning to well up. 


It was so easy! Punz got out in a few seconds, making a mad dash with 
some random kid for what? Because they wanted a protege? A slave? 
Someone to control? 


The shaking gets worse. 


“Hey kid, let's go back to my house. I'll get you all cleaned up and 
something to eat, then we can do something about that hair of yours, 
okay?” 


And because he has no other choice, Purpled nods and follows. 


Punz had him take off his hoodie, cuts his bindings and promise never to 
wrap up his wings ever again, in exchange for not touching them. Punz 
wanted badly to massage the film and ligaments out so there was no more 
pain, but no touching was the rule established and they were going to 
follow it. The man fed him, let him bathe, dressed him in warm and soft 
clothes. They shaved his head, to let his hair grow back its natural color 
instead of the harsh bleach Hypixel used. And since he insisted, Punz 
promised he’d teach Purpled how to mix proper hair dye so as to not 
damage his hair or scalp anymore, because he insisted on the blonde. When 
Punz tucked him into bed at the end of the day, they still didn t know 
Purpleds name. 


Thats how most of their time together went that first year. Soft, careful 
conversation, minimal touching and name learning only after three months. 
Purpled was slow to trust, even slower to get comfortable. Punz clearly 
hadn t known what they signed up for, but they tried their hardest. 


It was just like now. Walking side by side, as if Punz didn’t know Purpled’s 
name and Purpled didn’t know if Punz would hurt him. 


They both hate that they’ve lost that security. 


Out of nowhere, Punz veers off the path towards a grassy hill and plops 
down in the shade of a giant tree, patting the ground beside themselves for 
Purpled to join. The alien hybrid sits down besides them, and runs a glove 
hand through his hair, the ring on his finger scratching his scalp. 


“Hey.” 
“Hey.” 


“T should probably start by apologizing.” Punz sighs softly, looking up at 
Purpled with that same smile they wore when they first met. “I... I’ve been 
a pretty shit brother as of late. I let myself get possessed by an egg... a 
literal breakfast food. What the fuck. I just... I don’t want to give excuses, 
Purpled. I really, really don’t... but I missed you. I missed you so much. 
You moved out, and I guess it was the empty nest syndrome, y’know? And 
then I came here, and then you came here, and you still... we were still 
distant. I was hurting, and I think that’s why I was taken advantage of so 
easily.” 


The silence isn’t awkward. Purpled just absorbs everything his brother says, 
taking all the emotions that bubble up and shoving them down into a box. 
Mercenaries dont cry . 


“And then the Red Banquet, we had to fight... and you’ve been refusing to 
come to the therapy sessions and it- it fucking hurts , Purpled. I’m trying 
not to pin blame on you, I don’t want to, you don’t deserve it at all, but 
primes , | wish you’d try a little harder.” 


Purpled continues to sit and stare, fighting the tears brimming in the corners 
of his eyes. Punz has no such convictions however, as they twist to glare at 
their brother with tears spilling over already. “Aren’t you going to fucking 
say something ?” 


It breaks. 


Purpled sobs and curls into a ball, the floodgates that have been crumbling 
for a while now finally open. He sobs into his knees, hating every second of 
it. Punz is on him in a second, carefully laying a hand on his back. When 
Purpled doesn’t flinch, they begin to rub comforting circles and press 
themselves close. 


“T’m- primes, Punz, I’m so fucking sorry -” he gasps between sobs, and his 
brother carefully pulls the boy into theirlap, carding their fingers through 
his hair. Purpled fists Punz’s hoodie, breaking into another round of sobs. “I 
don’t- fuck, I don’t deserve anything, you’re all too good- you’re all too 
good for me- I’m selfish, I-” 


“I’m gonna stop you right there” Punz tucks Purpled’s head underneath 
their chin, beginning to rock back and forth soothingly. “I love you, Purp. 
I’m sorry I made you feel that way, I know you love me, you’re just, 
admittedly, really bad at showing it. Can you do me one thing, though?” 


Purpled looks up and blinks through teary eyes, blinking indignantly when 
a tear rolls off Punz’s chin onto his own. 


“Come to the next support group. Please?” 

A nod. “Okay. Yeah, okay, I will.” A pause. “I’m sorry.” 

“Yeah, I know. Me too.” 

“I’m sorry for crying. Mercenaries don’t cry-” 

“No, no, no!” Punz gently cups their little brother’s face so they’re 
maintaining eye contact. “That’s bullshit. Anyone can cry, and everyone 


should cry. | want you to express your emotions, okay?” 


Purpled shakes his head vigorously, the rest of his body following suit when 
he’s wracked with a fresh round of sobs.” 


“T love you, you know that?” 


“Yeah... I love you too.” 


Tubbo’s gone back to Snowchester to take care of Michael, so Tommy 
decides to go to the Arctic Commune to see Ranboo. And yeah, there’s a 
highly likely chance that Technoblade’s gonna be there, and no, Tommy 
definitely does not want to talk to him. Nope. 


How inconvenient that the pig hybrid happens to be the very person he 
bumps into as soon as he gets there. 


“Theseus,” Techno grunts, looking more mildly annoyed than anything at 
the appearance of his little brother. 


If he could even call him that anymore. 


“The Blade ,” Theseus snaps right back, albeit with less fire than he’s used 
to. 


“Why are you here.” 


“To see Ran boob , dickhead. But his cabin’s empty, and I know they’re 
supposed to be here, maybe point me in their direction?” There’s a pregnant 
pause as Theseus squints, finally noticing it. “You cut your hair.” 


Techno merely grunts in affirmation, before turning back towards his 
cottage. 


The warrior had been curled up in front of the fire with Steve the night 
before, when a frantic knock on his door startled him awake. He’d been 
incredibly annoyed, who dare disturb him at this time of night? He prayed it 
wasn’t Quackity again, but Chat seemed excited for whoever it was. 
Creepy-know-it-all voice didn’t make an appearance, so that’s good...? 


Techno opened the door, fully ready to slam it in their face, but then he saw 
it was Ranboo. Ranboo, who was sobbing his eyes out, steam rising off his 
cheeks where they burned. Ranboo, with scissors and a dual-colored braid 
in each hand. 


The braid shocked Techno to his core. Just the other day, the enderman 
hybrid had come to the cabin, proudly showing off the braid and 
exclaiming, “It’s just like yours now!” (there’d been a very long and 
awkward pause before Techno had choked out, “I would die for you.’’). 


And now, here they were. 


The pig-hybrid had invited the boy in, doing his best to reassure them and 
learning that they’d just woken up like that, the enderwalk state had been 
the one to chop it off. In a panic and desperation to get Ranboo to stop 
crying, he ran to the bathroom and chopped off his own hair. (Spoiler alert: 
it had just made Ranboo cry harder. They appreciated it, though). 


“Can I fix it?” Oh. He forgot theseus was here. 
Little baby brother! 
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Let him fix your hair! 

An, that’s so cute! 

He’s a traitor, don’t let him near you! 


Techno shakes his head a bit to make Chat shut up before he regards the 
blond boy trotting along beside him. Something in his chest softens, and he 
finds himself agreeing. 


So now he’s in a chair in the bathroom, facing a mirror as Theseus looks for 
the proper scissors for haircutting. Ranboo’s still asleep upstairs, and 
Techno figures once he wakes up Theseus will fix their hair too. 


“How do you know how to cut hair?” 


Theseus hums softly, lifting a long strand between his fingers and cutting it. 
“Tubbo and I learned to cut each other’s hair way back when, primes forbid 
Wilbur do it.” 


Techno chuckles despite himself. He remembers when Wilbur used to cut 
his own hair. 


“ Primes, loosen up big man. You’re stiff as a fucking board.” 


“What do you expect?” Techno snaps. “You betrayed me, you think I’m just 
going to relax around you all of a sudden?” 


They lapse into silence, only broken by the occasional snipping of the 
SCISSOFS. 


“Were you upset when you thought I got married?” 
“Heh?” 


“When the whole server was convinced that Purpled and I were married. 
Were you upset?” 


“Yeah. I was.” There’s a gesture of Theseus’ hand from the mirror for him 
to continue. “Piglin culture, y’ know. Marriage is, well, a big deal. It’s like a 
betrayal to the sounder when someone goes off and does something like this 
without telling anyone, it’s akin to betrayal.” 


There’s a pregnant pause at the particular word, before Theseus pipes up in 
a voice that’s too small, “Does that mean we’re still family?” 


“Do you want to be?” 
“yes. I miss you, Tech.” 


The pig-hybrid doesn’t respond. He doesn’t know how to. It’s all... it’s all 
too much. 


“T think you’re too young to fall in love.” 
Theseus squawks in indignation. “WHAT? It’s just platonic, prick!” 


“Okay.” Techno frowns at the mirror, knowing the blonde will see it. 
Theseus sticks his tongue out at him. “You’re practically a child. It isn’t a 


good idea to determine who you'll spend the rest of your life with right 
now-” 


“FIRST OF ALL,” Theseus cuts him off, “I am not a fucking child | Also, 
he’s just my friend. Even if we were married, that wouldn’t mean I’d devote 
all my time to him. I still have Tubbo and Ranboo, and Connor, and 
Quackity and Wilbur, and Puffy, and Jack and Niki, and you, now... just 
because we’re married doesn’t mean he’s going to be the only person I’ Il 
ever interact with.” 


Techno cannot for the life of him remember this kid’s name. 
“Still. Does he know that?” 


There’s a pregnant pause, before: “You just hate the idea of me getting 
married before you, huh, nerd ?” 


Techno is stunned speechless. He’s about to pull out his sword and threaten 
the demon-hybrid’s life, but his thoughts are interrupted as a cold, bandaged 
hand cards it’s way through his hair, fluffing 1t up. Techno shivers 


involuntarily and leans into the touch, hating how it’s even colder when it’s 
gone. “Finished. Pretty fuckin good, if I do say so myself.” 


It is good. It’s even and fluffy and clean, and when Techno runs a hooved 
hand through it he figures yeah, he really likes this. 


Technobro! 

Thank you Tommy! 
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Wow it’s so good 

I still don’t trust him 
I’ve seen better 


Techno wants to strangle that voice. 


“T think we can start small,” Theseus says, almost inaudibly. “Pll come by 
and see Baba more often. If you need anything...” 


“Yeah. Thanks, nerd.” Techno claps #ts-Httte-brether Theseus on the 
shoulder. 


They might be okay. 
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Techno’s words loop around Tommy’s brain, drifting out one ear to circle 
and float above Purpled’s head like a halo, a cruel imitation of the one 
formed from the morning sunshine that streams through the curtains. 


Tommy sighs softly, and the strands flutter. He scratches Purpled’s scalp, 
expelling the words that float above and initiating a pleased rumble from 
the unconscious blonde, who snuggles closer. 


Does he know that? 


“T don’t want to hurt you,” the demon hybrid murmurs into his friend’s hair. 
“TI don’t want to be the only one you interact with, the only one you think 
you can depend on, the only one you trust. I don’t want to be your 
everything.” He buries his face further into the platinum blonde hair, 
squeezing his eyes shut to reign in the tears that threaten to spill over. He 
feels People's tail tighten around his leg stump, and his own increases its 


unyielding grip around the alien hybrid’s ankle. “I don’t - J don t want to be 
your Dream. ” 


I dont want you to be my Tommy. 
As soon as the thought enters his mind, the picturesque morning shatters. 


The gold, soft sunlight turns orange- hot, sticky, humid orange, the kind that 
makes his skin crawl and primes he’s got to get away from the lava . 


The room’s pale violet walls are inky black, shimmering purple cracks 
characterize the crying obsidian that’s speckled around. Tommy’s hands 
curl onto sheets, but meet only the smooth surface of obsidian, meet only 
the hard substance that houses most of his nightmares. 


Tommy grabs Purpled and pulls him closer despite the heat- yet he finds 
that no, that’s not his friend, the pressure on his chest is from broken ribs 
and splintered bone that pokes out of his chest. 


Above him looms a figure- a tall, lanky man with dirty blonde hair and 
blood that drips through the divets of his skin, carved deep with scars. The 
mask that normally obscures his face is cracked in half, draped in shadow. 
His green eye glows- no, fuck, blue . His eyes are blue. 


The man- Dream?- lifts a scarred hand up to his face, and oh fuck, oh shit- 

the marring of Dream’s(?) hand mirror that of Tommy’s own, and that hand 
slowly lifts off the mask with a click, tilting his head to the side to bathe in 

light the image of- 


-of Tommy’s own face. 


The first punch comes lightning fast, then the next then the next then the 
next- it’s a blur of color- purple, red, orange, black- as Tommy’s screams 
get louder and louder and the weight in his chest gets heavier and heavier 
and someone’s yelling so he screams louder primes fuck it’s so fucking 
LOUD- 


“TOMMY!” 


The illusion shatters. 


Purpled’s crouched at the edge of the bed, magenta eyes wide with terror 
and concern. Dogchamp’s curled in front of him in a defensive stance, yet 
staring with blank eyes. Tommy’s gasping for air, clawing at his face to try 
and dispel the image of an obsidian room and lava and blood and the stench 
of death in the air- 


“Tommy, please, breathe for me. Follow my breathing, okay?” 


The blonde violently flinches back from the gentle hand laid on his chest, 
but he can hear Purpled’s exaggerated breathing and follows it. The demon 
hybrid closes his eyes and allows himself to calm down, calm down . 


“Can I touch you?” Tommy shakes his head no. He hates it. 
I would love nothing more than comfort right now, but... it’s all too much. 


“Purpled?” The demon hybrid manages to choke out. The alien leans closer, 
conscious of the space between them and making sure he’s giving Tommy 
enough. “Please. If the- if the situation ever calls for it... please, primes, 
please , choose yourself over me.” 


The purple-clad teen nods in somewhat understanding, still minutely 
shaking. 


Tommy doesn’t say anything for the rest of the day. 


Purpled doesn’t touch him, just brings him his prosthetic and goes to the 
kitchen, where he begins to mix pancake batter for them. When Tommy 
stumbles in, he gives him a smile and starts talking about pancakes- not 
unlike Tommy might, yet his controlled chaos is more unsure, he often 
pauses to make sure Tommy’s listening or tries to rework a sentence when it 
sounds wrong in his mouth. 


The pancakes are warm and fluffy, piled so high with all the fixings that the 
blonde can barely look over to see his friend, who sits across from him. He 


barely eats any, but Purpled doesn’t seem to mind, happily finishing off his 
plate for him. 


“Dogchamp needs a walk!” he calls, later in the day. Tommy looks up from 
where he’s on the couch, sewing another patch onto his jacket (a small 
UFO). Purpled’s head pops out from the kitchen. “Do you want to come?” 


The demon shakes his head no, going back to sewing. Purpled bits his lip in 
indecision, looking between his dog, standing excitedly at the water 
elevator, and his friend, curled on the couch. 


“T don’t know... will you be okay here alone?” Will you have another panic 
attack? goes unsaid. 


Tommy nods yes, fixing the alien hybrid with a small glare. Choose 
yourself over me. You havent been outside all day . 


Tommy actually would like to go outside, but he really just doesn’t have the 
energy for anything right now. All the lights in the UFO have been dimmed 
for his benefit already, and winter’s finally clearing up, which means the 
sun will be bright- too bright. 


Somehow, Purpled gets the memo and nods hesitantly. “I’Il be back soon, 
okay? Ping me if you need anything.” Tommy can’t stop the small grin that 
breaks out on his face, only widening when it’s returned within a second. 


The blonde goes back to sewing the patch, and holds it up to the minimal 
light to admire it when it’s finished. He thinks of how much Purpled cares, 
how easily he respects him, how he’d never dream of breaking any of 
Tommy’s boundaries on purpose. How he always asks, how he lets him 
know he’s always got a choice. 


Tommy figures he’d like to get married. 


Purpled admires how resilient Tommy is. 


Whatever horrific nightmare he’d had a couple days ago, the effects had 
long since worn off. Even though the demon hybrid had refused to speak for 
a day and a half, he was back to his usual chatter, which filled the bitterly 
cold air with a warmth only Tommy could create. 


Purpled wouldn't be the first to admit- but even with his best efforts at one 
sided conversation, the atmosphere was only truly brought alive by Tommy. 
The alien never wants him to lapse into silence again, despite how selfish 
that might be. 


Winter’s coming to an end, but this morning didn’t seem to get the memo. 
The platinum blonde wraps his scarf ever tighter around himself, gloved 
hands shaking as he swung his sword to collect wheat from the farm 
Tommy had built for Glory. “Tch.” The wheat is brittle and frozen, almost 
snapping in two in his hands. “Of course he volunteers to do all the cow 
chores, knowing the stable’s heated,” Purpled complains only to himself, 
despite holding no heat behind the words. 


That’s a shame. It’s really fucking cold. And really fucking blurry too, 
apparently. 


The alien hybrid attributes this to the wind and plops his harvest on the 
crafting table, pulling a ball of twine out of his inventory and tying the bales 
up tight. Or at least, trying too. The hay seems to keep coming loose, and 
the twine knots just won t stay. 


It’s becoming difficult to stand, vision swimming. Despite this, Purpled 
tries to lift a bundle but ultimately fails, plopping both it and his arms down 
onto the table, which have turned to lead, apparently. The purple-clad teen 
presses a hand to his forehead, which comes back hot. 


“I’m fine, this is okay,” Purpled says, but it comes out slurred and trails off 
at the end. He is not fine. This is not okay. 


“Hey Purpled! Look what I found!” 


The platinum blonde can barely make out Tommy’s voice through the haze 
in his mind, but forces himself to stand and turn before promptly face- 


planting into the snow, which welcomes him into sleep with open arms. 


When he wakes up, Purpled is on the couch with a cool rag on his head and 
an unfamiliar weight on his chest. He struggles to prop himself up on his 
forearms, but someone gently pushes him back down. 


“Hey, watch it there big man. It’s just a small cold, but you’re running a 
pretty high fever right now. Take it easy for me, okay?” 


In response to this, the platinum blinks bleary-eyed at his friend before 
promptly leaning over and puking into a conveniently placed bucket. 


Tommy sighs and sits on the couch, lifting the weight off Purpled’s chest. 
His vision begins to clear, so he rubs his mouth with the back of his sleeve 
and mutters his distaste for being sick. 


“I’ve got some soup going that’ll be done soon, but mostly you just need 
rest. I gave you a little regen after you fuckin’ passed out in the snow in 
case of, uh, hypo... hypomonia, that’s what it’s called, right? Right. So 
yeah.” 


The purple clad teen pulls himself into a sitting position and sighs. 
Dogchamp comes up next to him and the alien hybrid rubs his ears. “How 
long was I out?” 


Tommy shrugs, petting whatever’s in his lap. It looks like a big black blob, 
but the blonde’s hand is obscuring a lot of it. “A couple hours, give or take. 
I think you’re mostly just really tired, you’ve barely gotten any fuckin’ 
sleep these past couple days.” The demon hybrid hunches his shoulders and 
looks away. “Don’t do that for me, okay? I know you want to help- but you 
can’t do shit if you’re sleep deprived.” Tommy’s hand comes up to meet his 
jaw, and Purpled leans into the touch with a contented hum. Dogchamp 
noses the teen’s hand, whining about the pets ceasing. 


“Okay,” he mumbles sleepily. 


“Good. I’m gonna go get the soup, then I want you resting again. Shroud’ I 
keep you company. He’s fuckin’ awesome. You’re in charge, Shroud.” 


A weight is dropped into Purpled’s lap, but it goes almost unnoticed as the 
blonde exerts a Jot of self control as to not whine when Tommy removes his 
hand from his face. The alien hybrid cracks his back and looks down, 
before his eyes go wide and he shrieks. 


“TOMMY WHAT THE FUCK ?!” 


Purpled draws his knees to his chest so quickly that Shroud is knocked off, 
only some evasive maneuvers and assistance from Dogchamp prevent the 
spider from landing in the puke bucket. He then remembers the weight on 
his chest when he woke up, and almost screams again. 


Tommy walks back in rather nonchalantly, setting the tray down in front of 
Purpled before lifting Shroud into his lap and petting their head. “This is 
Shroud,” he proclaims. “My new best friend.” 


“Tommy. Tommy. That is a spider. You let a hostile mob sleep on top of me 
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“He’s not hostile during the day! We just gotta keep him outside at night 
and we’re all good, big man! Right now, he’s a total softie! Isn’t that right, 
Shroud?” Tommy holds the spider in the air, who makes in response the 
spider version of purring. 


Purpled is simultaneously horrified and endeared. 


“Come on, eat! I didn’t make all this fuckin’ food for you for nothing!” 
Shroud scuttles out of the demon hybrid’s hands to take a position between 
his shoulders, peaking over at the purple-clad teen. He begins to quickly 
spoon the soup into his mouth, acutely aware of how the emotionless eight 
eyes bore into him. 


After he’s done eating, the platinum blonde lies down and allows himself to 
be lulled to sleep with stories and a soothing hand running through his hair, 
despite the presence of the spider in the room. It’s rather nice, being taken 
care of. The alien hybrid finds that at least this time, he can appreciate it. 


Purpled figures he’d like to get married. 


“Tt needs to be special.” 


Tommy grumbles and throws away his eighth attempt at smelting a ring, 
banging head head against the wall. “ Primes, why can’t I get it right ?” 


“Can I make a suggestion?” Ranboo pipes up. 
“No.” 


“You’re using my jewelry making equipment, Tommy. You’re getting my 
advice whether you like it or not. The asking is just a formality.”’ The 
enderman hybrid leans over as he walks up next to his friend, peering over 
at the design he’s sketched out. It’s simple- a silver band with a pair of bug 
wings carved into it, the divots filled with purple. Ranboo studies the design 
for a minute, before inspecting the stand Tommy’s been using. “I see your 
problem. The heat’s too high.” 


The blonde’s head snaps up, and he glares at his friend. “I knew that, Ran 
boob .” 


The two-toned teen just laughs a little, before straightening up and handing 
Tommy another silver ingot. “Happy to help.” 


Purpled holds the ring up to the light, admiring the way it reflects off the 
silver. 


The ring is simple- a silver band with two horns carved in, and the pointed 
end of Tommy’s tail carved into the back, both filled with red. It’s perfect. 
“T can’t thank you enough, Fundy.” 


The fox hybrid chuckles, pulling the thick gloves off his paws and turning 
off the fires underneath the jewelry stand. “Really, it’s okay. You’re like a 
brother to me, and Tommy basically raised me. It’s the least I can do.” He 
stops and considers something, before his lips curl up in a smirk, revealing 
ever-so-sharp fangs. “Buuuuuut, if you’re offering... I could use an 


opponent to help me train for game night this Sunday so I can finally kick 
Foolish’s ass!” 


“Done,” Purpled says without hesitation. Game nights always follow 
Sunday dinners in Las Nevadas, where Quackity always gathers up his staff 
like some sort of dysfunctional family. It gets even more dysfunctional 
when they get to the games however- Foolish wins in everything . And 
although it’s a code of honor not to train for Game Nights, the blonde 
doesn’t mind bending the rules. After all, he cannot recount an instance 
where he has not worn pajamas to dinner. 


The fox hybrid’s tail swishes as he grins and flaps his hands excitedly. “If 
win, I'll make you whatever you want for the next month.” 


“What are we waiting for then?” 


It’s a picturesque afternoon. The sun is shining, there’s a slight breeze but 
not enough to be cold. Each blonde approaches the picnic spot with a 
weight heavier than anything they’ve ever felt in their pockets, and their 
grins match as they sit side-by-side on the blanket. 


They fall into easy conversation and eat spaghetti, but don’t bother to 
question the absence of Dogchamp. 


“So if Sam’s got two arms and four legs that gives him six limbs, right? So 
therefore, he classifies as an insect.” 


Purpled almost chokes on his spaghetti, banging on his chest a couple times 
until his breathing evens out. “Tommy! What the fuck !” 


“I’m just saying! It totally makes sense, big man.” The demon hybrid flops 
back onto the blanket, and feels it shift when Purpled lays down besides 
him. 


“Y’know, I want to ask you something.” 


“Oh yeah, me too. But you can go first, Purp.” 


The alien hybrid rolls up onto one knee, and, true to his reputation as an 
oblivious idiot, Tommy rolls up into the same position and they face each 
other. It occurs to the demon hybrid that, wow, this would be the perfect 
time to ask him to marry me . 


He reaches into his back pocket, unknowingly mimicking Purpled’s own 
motion. Then, at the same time: 


“Will you platonically marry me?” 


Punz is strolling along the Prime Path. They really have to thank Puffy for 
giving them the suggestion to take walks more often, it really helps clear 
their head. 


They hear something over on the ridgeside, and an unknown force compels 
Punz to investigate, so they do. Taking bounding steps up the hill, the 
mercenary comes face to face with a scene straight out of a movie: 


Tommy and Purpled and opposite each other, both on one knee with open 
ring boxes as they stare at each other, before bursting into laughter. The two 
collide in a hug and roll onto their picnic blanket, giggles of “Yes!” 
supersetting their bouts of laughter. 


Their happiness is infectious and Punz can’t help but grin, before turning 
and trotting back down the hill onto the Prime Path. They take about three 
steps before they explode. 


“ EVERY TIME!” 
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“So... exactly how does one have a wedding?” 

“Actually, we’re the wrong people to be asking.” 

“But you’re married?’ 

“Doesn’t mean we had a wedding, boss man.” 


Tommy pinches the bridge of his nose and sighs, leaning down on his 
forearms on the kitchen counter. “What the fuck.’ Purpled bumps his side, 
and the demon hybrid bumps back, grateful for the reassurance. 


“We could call Fundy!” Tubbo pipes up again. “Remember his huge-ass 
wedding with Dream, before the whole thing got called off?” Ranboo stands 
there with Michael in their arms, obviously confused, but the two blondes 


voice their agreement with the idea. “If anyone knows how to plan a 
wedding, it’d be him.” 


“T’Il shoot him a message,” the alien hybrid offers, pulling out his comm 
and typing quickly, before slipping it back into his pocket. About five 
seconds later, there’s a knock on the door. 


“No,” Ranboo says in disbelief. 
Tommy’s grin has taken a devious edge. “Oh yes.” 


Tubbo swings open the door and there stands Fundy, with the biggest binder 
any of the minors have ever seen balanced carefully in his arms. He’s 
panting a little, and the purple particles that linger after the use of an 
enderpearl linger in the air around him. Ranboo makes a face. “I heard you 
guys needed a wedding planner?” 


“How long have you been waiting outside?” Purpled demands 
incredulously. 


Fundy huffs a laugh. “Four hours outside the Snowchester border. I thought 
you’d never ask.” 


Before anyone can even begin to consider that (because they’ve been here 
for fifteen minutes, what the fuck ), the fox hybrid is pushing past them, 
scooting their mugs out of the way (two hot chocolates, one coffee with 
orange juice and one tea respectively) so he can drop his huge-ass wedding 
binder in the middle of the counter. 


“This was my wedding planning binder- we can start with organizing and 
making a to-do list of what needs to happen, and then later you two-” he 
gestures to the blondes “-can go out and ask everyone about the things you 
need them to do. Catering, flower arrangements, suits or dresses, all that 
stuff. Hypothetically you could shoot them a message on the comm, but it 
always goes over better when it’s face-to-face, especially with something as 
big as a wedding .” 


“So, Furry-” 


“Call me that again and I'm leaving.” 


Tommy’s resolve does not waver, instead he sets his nephew with a hard 
stare. He opens his mouth to repeat himself but Purpled quickly cuts him 
off. “So, Fundy , where do we start?” 


The fox hybrid’s frown quirks up into a fanged smile instantaneously. “I’m 
glad you asked! Tubbo, do you have a notebook I could borrow? We’re 
definitely going to need one for planning... actually, a whiteboard would be 
even better, if you have one.” 


“T do- it’s in one of the meeting rooms on the second floor. Let’s go boss 
man.” Tubbo trots towards the stairs, Fundy on his heels with his binder, 
and Ranboo says something about putting Michael down for a nap, before 
they leave and the fiances are alone in the kitchen. Purpled turns to 
Tommy. 


“What the fuck.” 
“What are you on about?” 


“T mean intentionally provoking Fundy. You know he’d go through with that 
threat right? We’d be hopeless on our own, and you know that too.” The 
alien hybrid pauses, breaking his gaze away and fiddling with the mug in 
his hands. “Unless you don’t actually want this...?” 


“No no no!” Tommy puts one of his hands over Purpled’s, and presses close 
to his side. “Primes, I’m sorry. Fuck, I thought- well, I guess I thought it 
was fucking funny or some shit but I didn’t even- oh, primes . I’m sorry. Pll 
reign it in.” Cerulean meets magenta. “I promise I won’t ruin this for you. 
For... for us.” 


“TOMMY!” Tubbo bellows from upstairs. “GET YOUR ASS UP HERE 
OR PM PLANNING YOUR WEDDING FOR YOU!” 


If Purpled didn’t know any better, he’d say true fear flashes in Tommy’s 
eyes. “Oh shit!” the demon hybrid giggles, before intertwining their fingers 


and dragging the purple-clad teen up to the meeting room where the others 
have convened. 


Fundy has written out a list on the board- all the various positions needed to 
be filled to make the wedding happen written in neat rows, with space 
enough to write names next to them. “The first step is figuring out who’s 
going to handle all the important things for your wedding. Let’s start with... 
guest list. I assume the whole server’s invited, senza Dream?” Both blondes 
nod vigorously. “Great... how about... venue?” 


“We can ask Eret if they’d let us use their castle?” Ranboo pipes up. 
“They’ve got a lot of open halls, perfect for a wedding reception.” 


“Yeah,” Tubbo agrees. “And then the reception can be at Church Prime.” 


“Hey, slow down big man, whose wedding are we fuckin’ plannin’ here?” 
Tommy snaps with a grin, but his voice is strained. 


Purpled bumps his shoulder. “The ideas are good though. I don’t think we 
need to book Church Prime or anything, but we should definitely ask Eret if 
we can use their castle as a venue.” Fundy uncaps his marker and scribbles 
the king’s name down on the board next to “venue”. Tommy looks at his 
fiance with a look that is indecipherable to the other, but it’s definitely not 


happy. 


“Alright then... catering?” 


“Niki, one hundred percent!” the demon hybrid exclaims, all the tension 
from earlier forgotten. “And Puffy, she’s a killer cook as well.” 


The fox hybrid’s tail swishes back and forth in excitement as he adds the 
women’s names next to catering. “Okay, okay, now onto... who can we ask 
to officiate the wedding?” 


It goes on like this for a while, with all the space on the whiteboard quickly 
filling with names: Bad to officiate, Hannah on flower arrangements, 
Michael as the flower girl and Dogchamp and Shroud as the ring-bearers, 


and Eret would tailor the outfits. Now, all that was left was to pull together 
a wedding party for each teen and then to go around and ask. 


Throughout the evening, Tubbo and Ranboo had been progressively taking 
charge over the planning, constantly throwing out suggestions that Fundy 
would write down before either Tommy or Purpled argued that that 
particular design was something neither of them wanted. There were plenty 
of jokes of “hey, whose wedding is this anyway,” but it was really starting 
to create tension. The husbands were blissfully ignorant, but the blondes 
had begun to drift further apart in their proximity, no longer close enough to 
touch. 


They see the way Ranboo and Tubbo work together and can’t help but 
compare. The two are so seamlessly connected, the goat hybrid practically 
finishes his husband’s sentences and the enderman always knows what the 
other is thinking, even when he’s got trouble vocalizing it. And they can’t 
help but compare to their relationship- where some days it feels like they’re 
walking on eggshells, like a ticking time bomb waiting to explode. 


Not to mention, it’s been hard feeling like all the wedding planning up to 
now has been out of their control. 


“So.” Tommy’s nephew slides a blank sheet of paper in front of each 
blonde, and Tubbo drops a pen next to it. “Write down who you want to 
have in your wedding parties. Your best man, obviously, and then I’d 
suggest two other groomsmen. Three is the most delicious number.” 


Everyone chooses to ignore the final statement. 


“Tubso will be my best man, fuckin’ obviously,” Tommy says, scribbling. 
“Then of course Ranboob has to be in my party, and then I’m thinking...” 
he sits back and taps the pen methodically against his chin. Light dawns in 
the demon hybrid’s eyes, and he gives Purpled a look that says, tell them 
yours. I don t think they'll like mine . 


“Punz will be my best man,” the alien hybrid fills the silence left by his 
fiance, and is rewarded with a grateful look. “And then I want you, Fundy, 
and Charlie as my groomsmen.” He looks up hesitantly at the fox, who's 


staring at him with wide yellow and green eyes, ears pinned back against 
his head. 


“T... you want me ?” He chokes out, disbelieving. Purpled nods hesitantly. 
“Yeah... unless you don’t want to...?” 


“No, no!” Fundy rushes forwards and throws his arms around Purpled, 
burying his face in the teen’s shoulder. “I just... I’m honored, man,” he says 
with a teary smile. The alien hybrid smiles back. 


“And I assume Sam’s gonna walk you down the aisle?” Tommy pipes up. 
The purple-clad teen’s gaze is on him in an instant, a violet blush rising to 
his cheeks as he gives a blond a look that could burn through a wall of ice 
in an instant. The demon carries on, oblivious. “Great then! I just gotta...” 
he looks around tentatively at the others in the room. Everyone is staring 
patiently (except Purpled, for obvious reasons), waiting for him to reveal 
his final groomsman. “I want to ask Techno if he’Il be in my wedding 
party.” It comes out soft and tentative. 


Ranboo and Fundy nod in understanding. Tubbo just sighs. “People, not 
sides,” the goat hybrid mutters under his breath, repeating it a couple times 
like a mantra. “As long as I don’t have to stand next to him,” he then says, 
raising his head. 


Tommy’s following grin is so bright it’s blinding, and it fills the room with 
the atmosphere it’s been lacking. There was a certain warmth they all feel 
seeping into their bones, and they’re ready for the next step. 


“Designs! What are you boys gonna wear?” Fundy slaps a bunch of plain 
white paper in front of each blonde, before plopping down between them. “I 
hope your art is at least good enough to understand, cause you gotta draw it- 
and I’m here to make sure there’s no peeking!” He swings his head back 
and forth between them, smacking each teen in the face with his ears, 
before dropping his voice. “You cannot see each other’s outfits before the 
wedding, my friends.” 


With one thoroughly uncomfortable and the other with renewed excitement, 
they begin to plan their outfits. 


Purpled wants something simple- he’s a simple man. But he also grew up 
with Punz for the most part, so he adds some flair. A couple bits of gold, 
here and there, dark, rich purple, a little white, a smidge of red for Tommy, 
and more gold. His drawing skills are... subpar, at best, but they’re decent 
enough to get the point across. 


“Eret’s worked with worse,” Fundy offers, one of his usual backhanded 
compliments. It’s reassuring all the same. 


Tommy, on the other hand, wants his outfit to be a bit more extravagant. 
Fresh, bright flowers, lots of flow, and red . And hell, why not some purple? 
Oh yeah, plenty of gold too, and more than one layer to make sure he stays 
warm. Due to his own sewing prowess, Tommy has designed plenty of 
clothes so his outfit is looking fire . 


“Wow,” Fundy mutters. “That’s a lot.” 
The demon hybrid glares playfully. “Wow, thanks.” 
Within an hour, the designs are done. 


“Okay!” their wedding planner slaps his list on the table. “You guys’ll need 
your something old, something new, something borrowed and something 
blue, but that can wait till later- along with decorations, but we’ve also got 
to get the menu and cake down pat... so we should split up and ask 
everyone for them to fill their positions, to save time and get as much done 
as possible. We’ll go to Eret last because we’ve got to ask him the most, so 
once we’re done we’ ll meet up at Church Prime. Sounds good? Good. But 
first, we should set a date for the wedding. Any preferences, guys?” 


“How about a month from now?” Tommy offers. 
Purpled nods along. “Spring will be in full swing by then.” 


Fundy grins, all teeth. “Perfect!” 


The five begin to head downstairs, but Tommy holds Purpled back before 
he reaches the door, forcing him to slow to a snail’s pace as they leave. “T’ll 
go with Ranboob to the Arctic Commune, and you can go with Tubbo and 
Fundy to Las Nevadas and Sam’s.” 


The alien hybrid frowns. “But... it's our wedding. Shouldn’t we stay 
together?” 


“Exactly. It’s our wedding, yet Bee and Boo are practically planning it, 
Purp. I don’t want them to invite guests to our wedding, I want us to do 
that. And if we have to do it separately, then so fuckin’ be it.”” The demon 
hybrid sighs, pinching the bridge of his nose between his forefinger and his 
thumb (a nervous habit he’d picked up from Wilbur). “Please.” 


“But- Tommy!” Purpled grabs his fiance’s hands and holds them tight. “You 
see how well they work together, how smoothly they bounce off each other! 
I want that . You get it, right? I think we should stay together as much as 
possible then-” 


“Purpled please !” The blonde flinches back, letting go. Tommy reaches out 
and steadies him before he tumbles down the stairs, eyes dripping with 
apologetic blues. “Fuck, I’m so sorry. I didn’t- I didn’t mean to raise my 
voice like that. Primes. We have plenty of time during wedding planning to 
be together, but they suggested we split up, and I-” he drops his head onto 
Purpled’s shoulder, exhaling softly. His tail curls tightly around the other’s 
leg, a movement immediately copied. “I don’t want them to plan our 
wedding.” 


“Okay.” 


They head downstairs, and by the time they reach the bottom step, their tails 
have completely separated. It hurts, but there’s this heaviness in the air that 
comes after every altercation. They’re having thoughts , and there’s nothing 
the other can do for them. 


At the ground floor, Tubbo’s excitedly talking, and the blondes tune in to 
hear, “We should get married too!” 


Ranboo grabs their memory book with a panicked expression, flipping 
through it until they settle on a page. “But we’re already married?” he says, 
voice high. “I’m sure I remember that, and I wrote it down here-” 


“Yeah, boss man, we’re married, but we didn’t get married ,’ Tubbo 
interrupts, squeezing his husband’s hand reassuringly. “Like, we didn't have 
a wedding or anything! But this is really fun, so after Tommy gets married 
we totally should! We could do it in a different hall if Eret lets us use her 
castle for the reception, and obviously we’|l have different outfits- no, 
Fundy, I will not tell you what I will be wearing, we established that back in 
L’Manberg- and different wedding parties, but I think it would be great!” 


Purpled feels Tommy freeze beside him, and the alien hybrid mumbles, “Oh 
no.” He misses it, but the demon hybrid feels ice stab in his heart and bites 
his lip hard enough to draw blood. The way Purpled’s shoulders drop, the 
way he seems to almost give up , send horrible thoughts through Tommy. 
Primes, please, are you giving up on this? On me? 


But no. Those are the bad thoughts, so Tommy shoves them down into the 
little box where they belong until he can properly let them out, because he 
will eventually, Puffy makes him promise every session. 


“Ranboob, come with me to the Arctic. We’ll go see Techno,” the demon 
hybrid instructs, stepping forwards and grabbing the enderman hybrid’s 
wrist before dragging him out the door. Tubbo and Fundy stare confusedly 
after them, before turning to Purpled with toothy grins. 


Together they leave, but within a moment they separate. 


The trek to the Arctic is nothing out of the ordinary. Tommy and Ranboo 
talk and joke the entire time, and the sun is barely setting by the time they 
reach the commune. 


Of course, under all the jokes and laughter Tommy is practically falling 
apart inside with apprehension. There’s so much fucking uncertianty when 
it comes to Technoblade. What if he says no? What if he completely rejects 


me? I want him to be there, and I want him to be up there with me. Primes, 
why is this so fucking hard? 


What is strange is what happens when they get there. Ranboo saunters up to 
Techno’s cottage like they own the place, and Tommy can’t do much but 
follow him inside. 


The enderman hybrid makes a beeline for the couch, where Technoblade 
himself and Skeppy are sat with notepads, quietly giggling as they listen to 
Phil’s presentation. The crow man stands directly across from the couch, 
pointing at his GIANT-ASS CONSPIRACY BOARD (some quick internal 
calculations reveal it to be six by eight feet) that has pictures of Sam all 
over it? 


Now, Sam’s been ten times more of a father figure to Tommy than Phil ever 
has, even if they have yet to talk it out after the whole “died in the prison 
thing”, but they’Il get to it, he’s sure of it. 


I do remember Tubbo saying something about Sam and Phil wanting to kill 
each other... 


“TOMMY!” 


The blonde snaps back to the present. “Hello big men!” he yelps 
awkwardly, eyes roving around for Ranboo, his saving grace. 


Nevermind. Fuck him. 

The guy has settled on the couch, head in Techno’s lap as he fiddles with his 
communicator. Tommy fixes him with a death stare, half heartedly raising a 
hand to greet Skeppy, who 1s waving. 


“Tommy, what are Sam’s weaknesses?” Phil demands. 


Techno turns around with an uncharacteristic grin splitting his features. 
“Tell him, Theseus. He’s been goin’ wild for the past five hours.” 


“Dog,” Tommy blurts out, always the pleaser. 


The blonde man swings back towards the board, almost smacking Skeppy 
in the face with his broken wings. “He has a DOG! Of COURSE! Now, 
that’s an emotional weakness, but I wonder if I could turn the dog against 
him-” 


The demon hybrid blocks out Phil’s insane ramblings as he drapes himself 
over the back of the couch. Now or never, he supposes. “Techno, will you 
be a groomsman for me at my wedding?” 


The whole room goes silent. The crow man’s head slowly turns around 
while he stays rooted in place, not unlike an owl. “Your what .” 


“Oh yeah,” the blonde laughs, a little nervously. “Purpled and I decided to 
get married for real. So, will you be a groomsman, Blade?” Phil looks as 
though he’s about to explode, so as an afterthought Tommy adds: “He’s 
getting walked down the aisle, by the way.” 


Techno stares at him for a bit, and while many emotions flit across the pig 
hybrid’s face the demon can not identify a single one. “Sure,” the man 
finally settles on. “I'll be there.” 


Tommy’s face breaks out into a contagious smile. “Okay! Okay! It’s a 
month from now, you’re all invited! C’mon Ranboob, we’ ve still got shit to 
do!” The blonde practically skips out the door, while the enderman hybrid 
takes their sweet time in peeling himself off Techno’s lap, before offering 
goodbyes and leaving after his friend. 


There’s silence in the cottage for a minute, before mad scribbling resumes 
its course. “I AM GOING TO LIGHT THAT MOTHERFUCKER UP 
WITH FLINT AND STEEL!” 


Punz had cried, and although Charlie had no idea what a groomsman was 
he’d been more than happy to take up the offered position. Fundy had 
stayed behind to spread the news of the wedding in Las Nevadas, and a 
status update from Tommy revealed that he’d finished most of his list as 
well. 


All that was left was for Purpled to do what he’s been avoiding all day. 


He and Tubbo stand outside the prison, waiting for Sam’s shift to end. The 
blonde has made about twenty remarks about how he doesn’t want to bother 
Sam and that they should probably just go home, but the goat hybrid cuts 
him off every time with reassurances. 


Purpled’s really grateful for Tubbo right now. Had he come here alone, he 
would not still be standing here. It’s a nerve wracking thing, to ask your 
father figure to walk you down the aisle of your wedding . The alien hybrid 
is still trying to wrap his head around the concept that he’s getting married 
to his best friend. That they both asked at the same time. That this 1s real, 
and not some cruel, sick dream. 


It’s exhilarating, but he’s so fucking scared. 


“C’mon, here he comes!” Tubbo chirps, grabbing Purpled’s hand and 
dragging him forwards. It takes all the self control the alien hybrid has to 
not dig his heels or flat-out panic when Sam walks out of the nether portal, 
looking like he’s dead on his feet. 

“Sam! Hey, boss man!” Tubbo calls, waving one hoof-tipped hand in the 
air, the other curling tighter around Purpled’s, as if sensing his intentions to 
melt into the floor like Charlie. Never before have I wanted to be a slime, 
but primes does that sound great right now. 


“Oh, hey boys.” The creeper hybrid stops and turns around, before plopping 
his back legs into a sitting position and crossing his arms. ““Whadda you 
need?” 


The goat hybrid’s tail wags excitedly. “Purpled has a proposition!” 


The teen in question wishes his wings were able to wrap around himself the 
same way Phil’s do, to obscure and provide comfort. But no, they flutter 
uselessly on the back of the boy who’s afraid of flying. Poetic, ironic, and 
primes he really wants to punch something. But instead, he takes a deep 
breath and forces himself to stare at a spot just above Sam’s left shoulder. 


“Tommyandlaregettingmarriedforrealandsinceyou’rebasicallytheclosestthin 


glhavetoadadIwaswonderingifmaybeyou’ dbewillingtowalkmedowntheaisle 
ee 


Sam blinks, then blinks again, then starts rapidly blinking as tears begin to 
steam at the edges of his eyes. “Sure,” his voice cracks, but he’s smiling so 
genuinely that it begins to dissipate the knot of the anxiety in his stomach. 

“Td love to.” 


“Really?” 


Now, Purpled’s not one to normally initiate affection, but having his father 
figure agree to accompany him down the aisle towards the most important 
moment of his life to date, well, yeah, you can’t really just expect him to 
stand there, can you? 


The blonde rushes forwards and Sam scoops him up in his arms, pulling 
him tight to his chest. “Of course I’Il be there, Purp. I’Il always be there for 
you.” 


Fuck- fuck, stop , stop crying - 


Tubbo watches the interaction with a wistful smile on his face, while also 
pulling out his comm because hey, who is he to turn up a great blackmail 
opportunity? Belatedly he wonders if this 1s what’ll happen when Ranboo 
inevitably asks Technoblade to walk them down the aisle, and a grin slowly 
creeps onto his face. 


I'll have to ask Tommy to record that for me, because theres no way in hell 
I’m going to the Arctic- but Technoblade crying? Something I cannot miss. 


The sun is beginning to dip into the horizon by the time the two groups 
meet up at Church Prime before they head to Eret’s castle. Tommy and 
Purpled stand near but not next to each other, each blonde haunted by 
thoughts of /s he getting cold feet? Tubbo and Ranboo are blissfully 


unaware, carrying easy conversation the whole walk to the rainbow glow 
that lights up the darkening sky. 


Tubbo raps on the door, the hardest knuckles giving him the loudest knock. 


“Oi, Eret!” Tommy calls up to the towering doors. “We gotta ask you for a 
favor!” 


All of a sudden, the doors swing open to reveal Eret, dressed in a bathrobe 
with her crown lopsided on freshly showered hair. “What.” 


Tommy pushes in front of the husbands so the two are face to face. 
“Purpled and I are getting married, we were wondering if you could make 
the outfits and also if we could use your castle as a fuckin’, I don’t know, 
re- cep -tion hall?” 


Eret stares for a moment, before throwing their arms wide and grinning. 
“Well why didn’t you say so!” he exclaims. “Come in, come in! Totally, I 
can show you around the halls, but first I want to see what you’ve come up 
with!” The blondes hand over their papers, careful not to look at the other’s. 
“Ooh, bold. I love it!” The king remarks towards Tommy’s, then offers a, 
“simple, but incredibly stylish! I’m a big fan,” at Purpled’s, before spinning 
around to face the four. “I can totally make these for you! Of course, Ill 
have to get all your measurements but it’s starting to get let so we’ll figure 
out a time to do that soon, hmm? Right now we can look at the halls, 
choose your favorite! Oh, and when’s the wedding?” 


“A month from now,” Ranboo says, Eret nodding. 
“Sounds great! Let’s go!” 


It’s easy enough to choose a hall both blondes agree on, but tensions are 
strained as Tubbo and Ranboo will not stop giving their opinions and 
talking about their own wedding . It’s great and all, Tommy’s happy for 
them, but primes will they shut up? It’s Tommy and Purpled’s wedding 
that’s going down soon, can’t a man plan his own wedding? 


Unfortunately, Purpled is taking his fiance’s mourning anger the completely 
wrong way. He feels as though Tommy’s getting pissed at him, at this whole 
wedding planning thing, like he doesn’t have the patience for it. 


Maybe we should just call it off. Go back to the way we were. That was fine, 
right? Do we really need this? I mean, I'd love to get married, but... If he 
doesn t want this 


Tommy, in turn, sees Purpled slowly curling in on himself, and he gets 
worried. Is this whole wedding planning thing overwhelming him? Does he 
think it’s not even worth it? 


Should I call it off for his comfort? Things were fine the way we were, but it 
would be so nice to get married... but if he doesn t want this... 


Oblivious, Tubbo and Ranboo chat on. 
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“We’re not calling off the wedding , calm down you dramatic bitch.” 


Purpled sighs heavily and leans further into Tommy’s side, barely able to 
keep his eyes open. Neither of them had gotten much sleep last night, 
awake and talking as they discussed their wedding plans and how maybe it 
was a better idea to let Tubbo and Ranboo’s have theirs first. 


There’s no ill will against them, really. They’re all just kids, and they’re all 
excited to take this next step in their lives. The goat hybrid felt inspired and 
wanted to share his ideas, and who was Ranboo to deny him that? 


But conversations are hard, so Purpled pushes his face into his fiance’s 
shoulder and waits for this to be over. 


“Oh, then what are you doing?” Fundy snaps. He’s understandably upset- 
weddings are a new beginning, something composed of light and happiness, 
something the server hasn’t had in a Jong time. To cancel one would be to 
give up on that new beginning. 


“Tubso and Ran boob are really excited about their own wedding! We 
figured that it’d be better if they had theirs first, the whole thing’s 
practically all planned out anyways.” 


“He has a point,” Tubbo murmurs. 


“I’m sorry for pushing our own agenda during your wedding planning,” 
Ranboo whines, putting their face in his hands. “Oh, primes, we really 
muffed up...” 


“Really, it’s fine boob boy!” Tommy quickly responds. “It’s fuckin’ fine, 
don’t worry. You guys, get married. Then Purpled and I will do the same. 
It’ll be fine. Great. Right, big man?” 


The alien hybrid emits a sleepy mumble, and the demon wraps an arm 
around him to prevent him from slipping off the couch and onto the floor. 
He freezes as he brushes his fiance’s wings, but when the fragile 
appendages do nothing but flutter a little, he relaxes; but still tightens his 
tail around the purple-clad teen’s wrist. 


“He’s all good with it. We talked about this shit last night.” 


Ranboo gives Purpled a concerned look, but it’s lost on the teen’s blurry 
vision. Are we done here yet? 


Fundy clears his throat. “Most of the arrangements are already made 
anyways, you guys just have to choose your wedding parties and outfits, 
same as those guys. Shall we get to it?” 


“TI know what Tubso’s gonna wear!” Tommy calls from the couch as the 
three migrate to the table. He shifts his position so that he’s lying on his 
back, Purpled curled on his stomach and asleep in seconds. “He hasn’t shut 


up about it since... well, since we first brought it up. That was early 
L’manberg, right?” 


Fundy nods earnestly. “I remember that! Still the same thing?” he asks, 
directing his attention towards the goat hybrid, who begins sketching with a 
wicked gleam in his eyes. 


“More or less... but with a little more flare this time.” Fundy and Tommy 
match his grin, while Ranboo’s eyes widen a bit and they begin to draw 
their own outfit. 


Once they’re done, the fox hybrid snorts at Tubbo’s design. “Seriously, 
that’s what you call flair ?” 


The short teen splutters, affronted. “That is flair!” 


“C’mere, let me see,” Tommy beckons, peeking at the drawing. His 
eyebrows knit into a concentrated frown. “I- oh, I see what you did there. 
Looks good, though.” 


“Tch, at least someone 5 on my side here.” 


“Oh no, I’m with Fundy here.” The fox hybrid whoops. “That’s not flair at 
all, that’s just some-” 


“Watch me, Tommy, Ill show up to my fucking wedding with a nuke and 
then we can talk flair!” 


“Bee, please,” Ranboo pleads, hunching over as he comes up behind them. 
“Wedding parties now, please?” 


“Oh, of course!” Fundy cries, producing paper from seemingly nowhere. 
“Obviously Tommy will be my best man!” the goat hybrid exclaims, 
scribbling quickly. “And then I’m thinking... Jack Manifold and Big Q? 


Hm?” 


Purpled mumbles sleepily into the demon hybrid chest, who chuckles. 
“Yeah, Purp, we’re really bringing a fuckin loaded power keg of rivals into 


these damn weddings, aren’t we?” 
Tubbo narrows his eyes. “What do you mean?” 


Ranboo is making x’s with his arms and frantically gesturing at Tommy to 
shut the fuck up , but the blonde remains ever oblivious, only half focused 
on petting his fiance’s hair the other half locked on Tubbo. “Well, Boob 
Boy’s getting walked down the aisle right?” 


“Yeah...?” 


Ranboo’s gestures get more panicked. They still don’t catch Tommy’s 
attention. 


“So, isn’t Techno going to walk him? Considering he’s basically his older 
brother at this point-” 


“TOMMY!” the enderian screeches, jaw unhinging slightly. The entire 
room is stunned into silence, and even Purpled stirs a little from his sleep, 
looking around blearily before immediately passing out again. “Tommy. 
Did it not occur to you that J need to be the one to breach this particular 
topic?” 


The blonde looks almost offended that he’s been snapped at, and sits up 
straighter, his eyebrows pinching into the expression that means he’s 
genuinely angry. Tubbo wonders if he should step in yet, but his head is still 
reeling. Technoblade? As Ranboo s brother figure ?? 


“ Well, | thought he fuckin knew-” 
“And when it was clear he didn’t, you still kept going-” 


“Hey bitch, don’t fuckin in -ter- rupt me, I just thought he misunderstood 
what I was talking about-” 


“Primes , Tommy, we’re only making our wedding parties now ! Did you 
really think that we’d discussed this beforehand?” 


“Well you seemed to be discussing all the other details of your wedding at 
our planning the other day, so I figured that at this point it would’ve fuckin 
come up or something!” 


Ranboo’s head tilts slightly to the side, eyebrows furrowed. “I thought... 
that really bothered you, didn’t it?” 


Tommy doesn’t answer, instead he just bites his lip, pulls Purpled closer and 
glares at the ground. The enderman hybrid gives him a pleading look, but is 
given nothing in return, so they turn to their husband for support. ““Tubbo- 
Tubbo are you okay?” 


The goat hybrid shakes his head a little, snapping back to reality. “Oh, yeah, 
yeah. I’m fine.” 


Ranboo sighs, crouching down in front of his husband. “That’s okay, right? 
If Techno walks me down the aisle?” He stops and stares down at their 
wringing hands. “It just... it would mean a lot to me, but I don’t want to 
make you uncomfortable or upset-” 


“No, really, Boo, it’s fine. Just as long as he doesn’t go near me, same as 
Tommy’s wedding. Okay?” 


The two-toned teen nods enthusiastically. “Okay, okay! And um... I'll also 
ask Niki and Phil to be there too! Yeah, yeah! This is going to be great! This 
is going to be so great!” He grabs Tubbo’s hands and pulls their husband 
up, spinning him in a circle. 


Tommy sinks back into the couch. “Yeah,” he murmurs into Purpled’s hair. 
“This is gonna be so fuckin’ great.” 


Purpled’s been having a day . 


When Tommy jostles him a bit, a gentle attempt to get him off the couch 
and moving, he’s met with a bleary glare and a mind that’s not all there. 


“Hey big man, are you okay?” Purpled doesn’t respond. Existing is all he 
can manage at this point. “Hey guys, can we do wedding parties and shit 
tomorrow? I’m sure Purp wants to participate but he’s kinda fuckin’...” the 
demon hybrid gestures helplessly towards the blonde on his chest. 


The husbands nod solemnly, and Fundy’s ear flicks while he glares at the 
ground. They understand. “We can do that.” 


“C’mon bitch , you gotta get up!” he teases quietly, slipping his legs out 
from underneath Purpled. “We’re just gonna... go home now.” 


“Be sure to take the Hyperloop,” Tubbo offers. ““There’s a reason it 
connects all the way back to your house.” 


The demon hybrid gives him a grateful smile and slips underneath the 
purple-clad teen’s arm, supporting him as he leads them both out and into 
the Hyperloop, then sopping wet back to the dirt hovel. Tommy pokes his 
head in the door. “Connor? You in here?” 


The man in question peers out from behind his door, and for a moment 
takes in the sight before him. “Yeah, okay. I clean your room occasionally, 
you don’t have dust. Just don’t track water and shit everywhere.” With a 
dramatic twirl that causes the spikes of his sonic onesie to flutter, Connor’s 
gone again. 


Tommy drags his fiance into the living room and puts next to the fire, while 
he goes and gets drier clothes. Watching Purpled slump to the floor like a 
ragdoll is worrying, to say the least. /’ve never seen him like this before, so 
fuckin tired and lethargic. I hope... I hope hes okay. 


The demon hybrid swings his head back and forth, once, twice, before 
running up to his (former?) roommate’s door and giving a sharp knock. The 
man in the sonic onesie opens the door with his usual greeting tired glare. 
“What now?” 


“Where’re the towels?” Tommy inquires, his eyes flicking quickly back and 
forth from Connor to Purpled’s sleeping form by the fire; which is minutely 


shivered. Connor’s eyes follow the blonde’s, and something in his 
expression softens- but there’s a confused glint in his eyes. 


“Over there, the cabinet right underneath the painting with all the flowers.” 
Tommy trots off with a quick thank you , pulling their biggest, fluffiest 
towels and piling them high into his arms. With more gentleness and care 
than he’s ever seen from the teen, Connor watches as he tucks Purpled into 
the towels before pulling him close on the couch, determined to keep as 
much warmth between them as possible. 


“Goodnight, Tommy,” he calls out, surprising even himself. 


The blonde blinks, startled, before a smile creeps onto his face. “‘Night, 
prick.” 


Connor closes the door with more care than he has in a while. 
I wonder what's changed. 
I wonder what's changed. 


Tommy stares up at the ceiling, painted in abstract shadows from the 
bouncing lights given off by the fire’s dying embers. 


Something s changed . 


Connor is never like this. Connor is cynical and rude, takes what he wants, 
and doesn’t tolerate any of the blonde’s shit. Connor isn’t gentle when he 
closes his door, nor does he say goodnight. Why is he acting so strange? 


Maybe it’s you that’s changed. 


The voice that sounds suspiciously like Tubbo surfaces in Tommy’s mind, 
and for once, he obliges. Have I changed... ? 


Tommy begins to think, running his fingers through Purpled’s soft hair. 


I think... I think my purpose has changed. 


Tommy has always needed violence, always needed to fight to give him a 
purpose. His purpose was to fight for l’manberg, for Wilbur, for Tubbo, for 
Fundy, for his family. His purpose was to fight alongside Techno, to fight 
against him, to fight Dream and win, to rally up the server with fighting 
spirit. It’s always been fight, fight, fight. /t’s always been all I’m good for. 


And maybe that’s why he and Tubbo had drifted apart before coming back 
together so well, so easily, just like they used to. Because Tubbo doesn’t 
need to fight anymore. He’s got a family now, Ranboo and little Michael, 
he’s got people to protect and fight to keep them away from pain. Tommy 
thrived off conflict while Tubbo takes steps to protect against it. 


Thrived. 


But that changed. He’s been more soft-spoken as of late, hasn’t he? More 
mature, less cursing, happier? He’s able to bounce back from situations and 
make it through a day without blowing something up or hurting someone. 
He’s growing, and that’s... that’s a good thing, right? 


The demon hybrid sighs and pulls Purpled closer. 


This blonde- this cynical, stubborn blonde wrapped in mystery and intrigue 
all wrapped up in a bow embroidered with a passion for cooking. Purpled’s 
changed his life. He’s given Tommy purpose beyond fighting a// the time . 


I dont want to fight anymore . 


And he really doesn’t have to. Because he’s got someone to protect now, 
too. 


Of course, as they always come, a thought pops into his head just as his 
eyes begin to slip shut: isn t this what Dream wanted? A soft-spoken 
Tommy, someone who doesn t hurt people? 


No. No, this isnt what Dream wanted , Tommy thinks, and finds himself 
amazed at the confidence with which he’s able to come to this conclusion. 


Dream wanted someone who wasnt me. A loyal little servant to sing his 
praises and trot along behind him and do his bidding, just like a little dog. 
I’m not a fuckin’ dog. I’m Big Man Tommy Danger Kraken Innit, and even 
if I may have changed... I’m better than he ever could have made me . 


Purpled sleepily wraps his arms around Tommy’s waist and pulls him 
closer, cuddling into the only heat remaining after the fire had long died 
out. 


“I’m so grateful for you,” Tommy murmurs into his fiance’s hair. 


Tonight, he feels warm. 


Ranboo’s claws are completely blunt by the time they make it to the tundra. 


Despite how much colorful language Tommy has used in snapping at them 
for chewing them down to the cuticles, the enderian just couldn’t seem to 
find any other fulfilling way to stim. 


“ Primes Ran- bo , you’re a fuckin’ mess!” The demon does his best to tidy 
up his friend’s appearance before they approach the cottage, because 
although he’d never admit it, he’s nervous too. This is the deal or no deal. 
The moment when they’II finally find out whether or not Techno has really 
accepted Ranboo into his sounder. 


Exciting, but terrifying. 


Tommy braids a bit of black hair behind Ranboo’s felted white ear, and 
even takes a second to adjust the emerald earring that hangs from the black 
one. “Alright. Ready?” 


The enderman hybrid nods his confirmation, but after five minutes it’s 
abundantly clear they have no intention of knocking. So that’s where 
Tommy comes in, rapping on the door sharply. 


Techno answers nearly immediately. “What do you want, Theseus.” Per 
usual, it’s not phrased as a question. 


“For Boob Boy to suck it up and ask you the fuckin’ question! Floor’s all 
yours, Big Man!” Tommy dramatically scoots out of the way, throwing an 
arm wide to reveal Ranboo, standing there like a deer in headlights. 


Techno can’t help but note that the gesture’s very reminiscent of Wilbur. 


Quickly, however, his attention is drawn back to the two-toned teen, who 
has begun to speak. 


“I’m getting married. To Tubbo. Same day as Tommy, he and Purpled 
actually pushed their wedding back a month so we’re going to have ours on 
their original date, and I was wondering if maybe- only if you want to, of 
course- maybe perhaps please walk me down the aisle?” 


The last sentence fades out a little, and the pig hybrid stares dumbfounded 
at the boy he’s come to think of as his little brother. “Ranboo, I’d love to 
walk you down the aisle- but you’re getting married to government ?” 


“He’s not government!” Ranboo snarls with more viciousnes than Tommy’s 
ever seen out of the enderian before. It’d be funny if it wasn’t so terrifying, 
the hybrid’s jaw unhinging unnaturally and eyes flickering purple ever-so- 
slightly. 


“T thought you were on our side-” 

“TI choose people, not sides Techno-” 

“Government seems like a side to me-” 

“ Hes not government ! I can choose you and him-” 
“You can’t really expect-” 


“For primes sake, Techno , LISTEN TO ME!” Ranboo roars, shutting 
everyone up. Tommy even sees Phil poke his head out from behind Techno, 
and give his son a little wave. They both wisely stay silent. “I’m going to 
get married to Tubbo because I enjoy his company, love hanging out with 
and raising a kid with him. We want to make it official with a big wedding. 
And this is important to me, so I want you to walk me down the aisle and be 


my best man, because you’re practically my brother and so, so important to 
me.” Ranboo’s breathing hard, but his eyes and jaw have returned to 
normal, and they begin to shrink a bit, letting out an exhausted sigh. 
“Tubbo’s okay with you being there, as long as you don;t interact with or 
stand too close to him.” Tommy, as comfortingly as he can, rubs circles on 
their back and gives his older brother an expectant look. 


Techno’s standing there with his eyes blown wide. His mouth opens and 
closes like a fish’s, not a single sound escaping. Finally, he manages to 
choke out, “ Brother ?” 


A deep purple blush spreads across Ranboo’s face, and the two-toned teen 
groans into his hands. “Oh primes .” 


The pig hybrid awkwardly reaches out and pats his (brother now, 
apparently) on the shoulder. “Pll... Pll do your thing. I accept Tubbo’s 
terms. But if there’s any mention of government-” The twin glares he’s sent 
from the boys quickly shut the warrior up, however. He clears his throat. 
“You guys wanna come inside, or...?” 


“Now that makes three annoying-ass older brothers I have now,” Tommy 
mutters, crossing his arms as he follows his Techno inside. “Really didn’t 
luck out with this bunch, did I?” Ranboo lets out a fond little chuckle, and 
the blonde notices out of the corner of his eye that Techno’s gaze is locked 
on the braids- the one behind Ranboo’s ear and the one behind Tommy’s, 
matching the one woven into his own pink locks the last time the demon 
hybrid was here. 


Tommy’s tail fwips back and forth, and he reckons he’s rather excited for 
this wedding. 


Tubbo’s energy is infectious. Whatever lethargy had been plaguing Purpled 
yesterday has been swept away, yet it still lingers in the back of his mind 
under the guise of a lopsided smile and slight, upbeat trot to match Tubbo’s 
surprisingly quick gait. 


Jack Manifold had nearly burst into tears upon being asked to be in Tubbo’s 
wedding party, but then abruptly stopped and gave them a hard stare as he 
instructed, “I will not participate if there is spaghetti at this wedding.” 


There will be no spaghetti at the wedding. 


Now they’re on their way to Las Nevadas to ask Quackity and spread the 
news, and Purpled feels a slight chill go up his spine, as he always does 
whenever he enters the country. 


When it comes to Quackity, the alien hybrid has always had a mixed 
experience. Sometimes the ravenet would be his best friend, other times the 
purple-clad teen would be left, trying not to cry in some corner. Recently, 
it’s been better, the news of his and Tommy’s wedding, and even the 
postponing of it with the replacement of Tubbo and Ranboo’s wedding, has 
had the duck-winged man in the greatest mood Purpled’s ever seen him in. 
Still, it feels as though he’s walking on eggshells the whole time- one day, 
that mood’s going to break and, although he won’t admit it, the blonde is 
terrified of taking the brunt of it. 


“We’re here!” Tubbo calls, snapping the alien hybrid out of his thoughts. 
He can’t help but grin when the shorter teen grabs his hand and begins to 
drag him towards the city, pushing his internal reservations into the 
background. Aforementioned, Tubbo’s energy is infectious . 


Although Purpled knows exactly where Quackity 1s, he still lets his friend 
drag him around the man-made desert city, pointing out his burger joint and 
favorite spots before they finally reach where they probably should’ve 
started: the wedding pavilion. 


The duck hybrid is there, gazing at the quartz structure with a far-away look 
in his eyes, no doubt planning his own wedding. Tubbo lets go of his hand 
to break the man’s concentration with his shout of “Big Q!”, so Purpled 
lingers behind. The residual heaviness from yesterday threatens to creep 
back in, and it makes him feel vulnerable- it’s best not to put himself in that 
position. 


Tubbo and Ranboo are going to get married. They’re going to have a 
wedding, a big celebration with cake and pretty decorations and music and 
dancing , and primes Purpled wants to dance again. He wishes he hadn’t 
agreed with Tommy to postpone the wedding. 


I wish I didn t give more to realize that he might not want me anymore. 


The alien hybrid rounds his shoulders and his wings flutter in agitation, 
unnoticed by the two hybrids excitedly chatting in the pavilion. Quackity 
does give him a glance, but it’s not something the blonde dwells on, too 
caught up in his own thoughts. 


He needs to breathe. He needs to be alright, at least for a little bit. For their 
friends’ wedding, for the planning, for their own planning and their own 
wedding. He doesn’t quite know what’s happening inside, or rather outside. 
It’s like he’s a spectator to his own life. 


But he can be okay, even for just a little bit longer. Tommy will meet up 
with them and he’Il be okay. 


He’s getting married, and everything will be okay. 
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Tommy stands outside the dressing room, flicking his tail against the 
ground apprehensive as he checks his watch for the seventieth time in the 
last half hour. “Tubso? You almost done, can I come in yet?” 

“NO!” comes back a cry. “Once I figure this fuckin ’ thing out!” 


The demon hybrid sighs. “You know, it’s my job as your best man to help 
you get ready, right?” 


There’s a beat of silence, before: “Yeah, I know, I just...” 


“Want everything to be perfect.” Tommy puts his hand on the door, and the 
resigned sigh is permission enough. 


Tubbo standing on a raised circular platform in the room, nervously picking 
at the gold buttons on his forest green vest. Eret is fixing the red tie, 


tightening the collar of the black silk shirt. Brown short pants flow open 
around his goat legs, adorned with fresh flowers up and down the sides, and 
a flower crown made of white roses on his head. Gold embroidery details 
patterns of more flowers on the vest, and gold chains dangle from his wrists 
and horns. 


“You look fuckin’ fantastic, Tubbo!” the demon hybrid admonishes, rushing 
towards his friend to take his hands in his own. He grins up at the goat 
hybrid, who offers him a smile with a fraction of the excitement. 


“T don’t know...” he murmurs. “It just... it seems like everyone’s expecting 
something, like, flashy , or something- I don’t know! Ranboo’s got 
something really nice looking, Techno helped him pick it out and that man’s 
fashion sense- I- I just don’t want to feel like I’m being upped at my own 
wedding, I guess.” 


Tommy pushes down the bitterness that takes root in his core, choosing 
instead to fully intertwine his and Tubbo’s fingers. This is his day. I can t 
blame him for a decision I made. “Tubso, your suit is fine, great even! No 
one else’s outfits matter. You’ve had this planned since early L’manberg, 
you'll be fine.” 


“But your suit-” 


“Tommy’s suit didn’t take half as long as yours did, Tubbo,” Eret pipes up 
from where they’re adjusting the flowers on Tubbo’s pants. “You look 
great. Now get out there.” 


The goat hybrid sighs again. “Okay. I can do this.” 


Tommy gives his hand a reassuring squeeze as he steps off the platform, 
and the two head for the stage door, while Eret heads for the one that leads 
into the chapel of Church Prime, where they’II be in the audience. “Good 
luck!” he calls as he spins out the door, the train of her red dress swooshing 
behind her. 


“Ready?” 


Purpled doesn’t like big gatherings. 


There’s too many people here- it’s loud, the lights are too bright, and it’s all 
too much . Puffy seemed to notice his discomfort early on and has since 
stuck to his side, grounding him. Purpled appreciates it, a lot, but he can’t 
help but wish Tommy was here instead. Quite embarrassingly, he yearns for 
nothing more than to feel thin, bandaged fingers carding through his hair, 
and lanky arms wrapping around him in a hug. 


This is so stupid. I’ve gone years without physical affection, and a couple of 
hugs later I act like a depressed puppy when I’m not touching someone? It’s 
so stupid. 


Still, he melts into the sheep-woman’s hoof-tipped hand on his shoulder. 


The alien hybrid’s gaze flits back up to the stage, where all the groomsmen, 
Tubbo, and Bad are waiting. On Tubbo’s side, Tommy is strangely absent, 
but Quackity and Jack are wearing black tuxes and white shirts, with deep 
forest green ties. On Ranboo’s side, the outfits are the same, except the ties 
are red. Niki’s added a skirt to her outfit, black fabric billowing behind the 
pants and stopping just below the knees. 


Purpled wrings his fingers together a couple times, leaning forwards so that 
his wings don’t squish uncomfortably against the chair. Primes, I can t wait 
for this to be over. 


He startles when piano music rings throughout the chapel, and the huge 
wooden doors swing open to reveal his missing fiance, with Michael 
perched on his shoulder as they throw flower petals from a basket with 
some of the biggest grins he’s ever seen. The strut down the aisle, followed 
closely by Ranboo and Techno with linked arms. 


Tubbo catches sight of his husband’s outfit. “ No ,” he practically giggles. “ 
You didn t!”” Ranboo’s response is simply a grin of their own. 


The alien hybrid leans over to the sheep woman next to him. “I don’t get 
it,” he says. ““What’s so funny about Ranboo’s outfit?” 


“Oh!” Puffy claps her hands on her thighs and turns so she’s facing the teen 
entirely. “There’s this wedding tradition of having something old, 
something new, something borrowed, and something blue! As you can see, 
Ranboo’s outfit embodies all those things!” She gestures at it. 


Ranboo’s wearing lace-up spats (something old- apparently they’d been 
Techno’s when he was a kid and he’d given them to the teen a while back) 
and a long black skirt and train with a slit going up the side, revealing the 
felted white skin of his left leg (something new). On top, they’re dressed in 
a billowy poet’s shirt, in the same style as Techno’s (made specifically for 
this occasion by Eret), a gold crown is set between their horns (something 
borrowed, the piglin hybrid had only parted with it on the conditions that 
he’d have eyes on it all the time) and a icy blue cape draped over the right 
shoulder and just on top of the left, with fur lining brushing up to the 
enderman hybrid face only on the right side (something blue). It’s a 
beautiful outfit, and 1t makes Purpled very self conscious about his own 
designs. 


Tommy and Techno take their places besides the respective grooms, and 
Bad clears his throat to start. Purpled isn’t ashamed to admit he isn’t 
listening at all, far too distracted by the way the light catches on Ranboo’s 
crown, or how someone’s tapping their foot metronically a couple rows 
back, or how Puffy keeps humming “Here Comes the Bride” underneath her 
breath over and over again, you get the idea. 


After what feels like hours, Tubbo rushes as his now official husband and 
scoops the enderian up in his arms, whooping with joy before carrying 
them, bridal-style, out the door and towards Eret’s castle. Guests begin to 
flood out after them, but Tommy forces his way through the crowd to his 
fiance. 


“Thank you,” he says to Puffy, which is almost inaudible over the din. She 
smiles reassuringly and the two hybrid boys follow the rest of the stream of 
guests to the reception. 


“What’s the rush?” Purpled manages to ask as he’s pulled all the way to the 
huge dancefloor, skidding to a stop right next to the other blonde, who’s 
practically bouncing in excitement. 


“Just wait for it!” 


“Oh!” Ranboo says, just as Tubbo puts him down in the middle of the floor. 
Taking the bouquet of purple and yellow flowers, he turns his back to the 
audience. “I’m tossing the bouquet!” they yell. 


Tommy leans in close. “We gotta catch it at any cost! Okay?” Purpled nods 
even though he has no idea what’s going on. Still, he focuses on the 
bouquet and his hands twitch. 


Anything to make him happy, I suppose. 


The bouquet goes up- and many people reach for it at once. Sam and 
Foolish both grab for it with the height advantage, but end up tripping over 
each other, the purple and gold flowers just slipping out of their grasp. 
Puffy and Niki go for it, and so do Skeppy and Bad. 


Rough hands suddenly shove against Purpled’s back, hard , right in 
between his wings. He finds himself right in the middle of the two couples 
and immediately freezes up, while the bouquet plops cleanly into his 
hands. 


There’s absolute silence for one second, two seconds, before- 


“WOOOOO! THAT’S FUCKIN RIGHT ! WE’RE GETTING MARRIED 
NEXT!” 


The alien hybrid finds himself being lifted into the air and spun around a 
bit, before the crowd erupts in cheers and music begins to play. He’s pretty 
sure Tubbo and Ranboo are having their first dance (one of the few details 
he actually paid attention to during the planning), but it doesn’t really 
matter because the blonde’s brain is doing that thing where it goes all fuzzy 
at the albeit feeble warmth radiating off his fiance. 


“Look, Purp! They might not be our exact colors, but they’re pretty damn 
close.” Tommy is pointing at the bundle in the alien hybrid’s hands, at its 
gold and purple. 


“Huh. I guess you’re right.” 


The two stand around until the dance ends, their own little island of calm in 
the storm of cheers that quickly rises up. “That song was ass ,” Purpled 
hears Tommy whisper to him. “Ours’Il be so much better, I fuckin’ guar-en- 
tee it!” 


The platinum blonde chuckles a little bit, looking up at the sunlight that’s 
streaming through the windows. It’s magical in here- it makes him think of 
his own wedding, and how he won’t want to miss it. J just hope I’m not this 
spacey the whole time . 


Ha. Spacey. 


“Tl be right back, I’m gonna go get some horse divorce ,” Tommy 
annunicates, before dashing off towards a food table. Couples have begun 
to take each other’s hands and spread out on the dance floor, swaying to a 
violin backing track and a woman’s voice. 


This is not a song I will have at my wedding. 


It gives him a weird sort of thrill to think that- like, /’m planning my 
wedding at their wedding because they planned their wedding at my 
wedding planning. 


Another song comes on. Softer, slower, the dancers stepping to the leading 
guitar’s twang. It reminds him of late nights in a new kitchen, the alien 
hybrid moving and having fun and feeling the most alive he’s ever felt. 


So when Tommy comes up behind him with his mouth full of food, the 
blonde doesn’t even get a word in before Purpled’s asking, “Do you want to 
dance?” 


The demon hybrid’s face splits into a huge grin, and he’s being dragged out 
onto the floor and spun to the beat, before being pulled flush to Tommy’s 
chest. The younger’s arms wrap around his shoulders while his own wraps 
around Tommy’s waist, and they dance. 


“Are you okay?” the demon hybrid whispers into Purpled’s hair, just loud 
enough to be heard over the music but just quiet enough to fall on only one 
pair of ears. 


He sighs. “I’m okay. Just... tired, I guess.” 
“T get that.” A pause. “Is it this?” 
“Hm?” 


“The wedding? Our wedding? This whole entire thing? You’ve been so 
fuckin’ spacey lately and I know that that usually happens due to stress, 
Prime knows I’ve experienced it myself... I just... I want to make sure that 
you’re okay with this.” 


“What do you mean?” 
“Okay with getting married . Okay with... okay with marrying me.” 


Purpled pulls his head up from where it’s resting on Tommy’s shoulder (an 
awkward position considering he’s got at least an inch on the demon 
hybrid) to stare into cerulean blue eyes. “I... I do. ’'m sorry if I ever made 
you feel like I don’t-” 


“No, it’s alright, really!” 


Purpled lays his head back down on Tommy’s shoulder and sighs, then they 
spin around as the music swoops. He lets out a low chuckle. “I hate this 
song. It’s not going on the wedding playlist.” 


Tommy laughs. “Fuck yeah.” 


It might’ve taken a while, but eventually they reached this moment. And 
now, once again, they know they’re going to be okay. As long as they’re 


willing to try, they’re always going to be okay. 


They’ll dance until the party has fizzled out, and then, they’ve got a 
wedding to plan. 
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Las Nevadas is cold. 


Not like wind, where the bitter chill slips through the chinks in your armor 
and right into your bones, no- this cold is more like when you’re in bed and 
you ve got a foot sticking out from beneath the blanket- and by the time 
you’ve identified the problem, it’s too late because all the warmth has 
drained out of your body and now you’re stuck, shivering underneath the 
blanket; with no choice but to get up and get on with your day because 
there’s no way in hell you’re going to be able to go back to sleep now. 


The difference here is that Purpled actually has socks on and both his feet 
are tucked underneath him, securely wrapped in the blanket he’s curled 
himself in. The cold of the surrounding room has sunk in, permeating the 
thick yarn and waking him up slowly; painfully. 


The blond’s wings shiver and ever-so-slightly displace the blanket, allowing 
cold to slip beneath and wrap its unwelcome hands around him. Sometimes 
he wonders if Las Nevadas was specifically created this way, with this exact 
tactic in mind. Purpled wouldn’t put it past Quackity, but the heat’s been 
blasting all week because it snowed, and it’s currently 78 degrees in this 
room. 


It’s almost impressive, if he’s behind this. 


Resigned to his fate, Purpled rolls off the bed; Dogchamp right on his 
heels. 


Like all teenagers this day and age, he goes straight to his comm to check 
his messages, one hand flipping through Las Nevadas casino spam emails 
and the other hand fishing for some kind of breakfast in the pantry. There’s 
a message from Tommy telling him to meet him on the Prime Path near the 
hovel in a few hours, a cryptic and mildly creepy one from Wilbur, and one 
from Quackity telling him he’s got the day off. 


Wait. He’s got the day off? 


Purpled abandons the Prime-o’s he’d been snacking on and bounds over to 
the window, popping his head out into the mild air; swiveling it back and 
forth over the city. 


Purpled doesn’t work as often as his contract with Quackity had detailed, 
but since getting engaged the other man had loosened up majorly on 
attendance, as long as he showed up twice or more a week. Still, Las 
Nevadas shuts down for nothing , and right now there’s not a single soul to 
be seen in the manmade desert. 


“Ooooooo000o0hkay,” Purpled drawls, spinning so his hips press against the 
windowsill and his wings stretch into open air. “This is weird. Like, weird 


weird. Off-the-chain levels of weird.” 


Dogchamp just thumps his tail, bopping his head to the side so his tongue 
lolls out. 


“You're right!” Purpled snaps his fingers, crossing the room in a few long 
strides and slipping into his boots. “Find Fundy, he’s the only one who 
evers really knows what’s going on!” 


Dogchamp just woofs. 


Fundy’s looking for his father. 


Somehow, somewhere along the line the entire server had decided that 
Fundy always knew what was going on, regardless of what it was or who 
was involved. 


Although it would be nice, Fundy isn’t some omnipotent deity. He’s got no 
way of always knowing what’s going on just by stumbling into stuff, the 
way Punz does. However, he was never one to back down from a 
challenge. 


So he found other ways, and some of those may or may not have included 
hacking into the comms and accessing the messages of some of the most 
drama-inducing server members- including one Wilbur Soot. 


Which is why Fundy aims to find him before the man finds Purpled. 
Luckily, he knows where he’s heading and brought the perfect backup. 
“Remind what we’re doing here again?” Punz asks, jogging to catch up 
after they’d been distracted by some flowers on the side of the path 
(something about homophobic plants? Who knows), while Fundy has 


stalked on, unfazed. 


“Because, my friend,” Fundy says, eyes not leaving his enchanted compass, 
“you have a knack for stumbling into every single intimate moment on this 


entire server, regardless of who it is. Platonic or romantic, you ‘re always 
there . Remember when Jack lost his spaghetti and Niki was comforting 
him? What were you even doing by the Big Innit Hotel?” 


“Well- I-” Punz splutters, looking mildly offended. “In my defense- hang on 
a second!” The mercenary slides forwards so they completely block 
Fundy’s path, crossing their arms over their chest. “ You weren’t there, how 
do you even know that happened?” 


Fundy’s eyes flick up for a second, then back down as he steps around Punz 
to continue according to the compass. “I have my ways.” 


“Omnipotent being who knows everything. Right,” Punz mumbles, again 
jogging to catch up when Fundy veers off the path, straight into then out of 
the brush, putting them next to Fort Big. “That still doesn’t explain why you 
need me.” 


“We’re looking for Wilbur and we’re in Las Nevadas. Even you can put that 
together.” 


Punz’s face scrunches up for a moment, then relaxes in understanding. “Oh. 
Oh. OH COME ON!” They speed up again to try and get in front of Fundy, 
who’s already crossed the river and is bouncing along the path up to the 
city. “You’re kidding me Fundy, that’s so not fair, I don’t want to walk in on 
whatever the hell they’ve got AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH-” 


Fundy’s head whips up and over, just to glimpse empty air where Punz had 
been. The fox hybrid retraces his steps a few, to see the secret tunnel 
entrance Punz had tripped and fallen into. “Oh, I remember when Quackity 
made these!” 


“Wonderful,” comes Punz’s pained voice, floating out of the hole. “It’s very 
dark in here.” 


“Yeah, I’m coming. Normally these are better hidden... maybe Wilbur went 
this way! See, this is why I brought you,” Fundy says as he lowers himself 
into the hole, dropping and landing smoothly next to Punz, who 1s still lying 
on the ground. “You’re very useful for finding stuff.” 


“Wow. I feel so appreciated as a friend. We should do this more often. 
Maybe even bring snacks.” 


“We should! You like Mountain Dew, right?” Fundy’s voice echoes off the 
slick walls of the tunnel as he forges ahead, forcing Punz to get up and run 
to reach him again. 


“Sure, whatever. I’m actually more of a 2am Dunkin’ Donuts guy though-” 


“Sh.” Fundy slaps a gloved hand over Punz’s mouth and grounds the pair to 
a halt. The ginger’s conical ears twitch as they pick up the sounds of 
bickering somewhere along the line, getting fainter and fainter. 


“Quick, you go first!” He says, shoving Punz ahead and pushing them into a 
run. “You’re a guaranteed 100% success rate!” 


“Really?” Punz squeals, picking up their pace to prevent Fundy from 
stabbing them through their hoodie with his claws as rough hands continue 
shoving at their back. “That’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to me!” 


“And I’ll be even nicer if we get to them in time! Move faster |” 


The two sprint down the tunnels like there’s no tomorrow, rushing up a set 
of cobblestone steps and bursting from displaced sand on the very outskirts 
of Las Nevadas. “There!” Fundy points to two figures, the height difference 
comical as the shorter chases the taller. Even further in the distance, noticed 
only by sharp fox eyes, 1s a smear of purple. “They’re onto him! GO GO 
GO!” 


The pair pushes the laws of physics as they tear across the city, but there’s 
no way they’ll reach Quackity and Wilbur before they reach Purpled. 


While Fundy might not be an omnipotent god, he does lift. And despite 
Punz’s stature, they weigh a lot less than they look. So when the fox hybrid 
deems them close enough, he grabs his companion by the waist and hoists 
them up onto his shoulder, abruptly pivoting into a 360 and using the 
momentum to launch Punz; right over Quackity’s head and right between 
Wilbur’s shoulder blades. 


They go down hard , hard enough that a dust cloud billows up and catches 
Purpled’s attention. The teen’s eyes meet Fundy’s, and he offers a wave and 
a grin. 


Fundy grins back, well aware of all eyes on him. Quackity’s jaw at this 
point is probably dislocated. “Haha... hi guys.” 


“MD, what the fuck.” 


Schlatt stares down at the hand Mexican Dream has just revealed, 
displaying the tenth royal straight flush in a row. The mask betrays no 
emotion, and the man himself says nothing. “How do you even- nevermind, 
I’m not drunk enough for this.” 


The ram hybrid gives his hand a twirl and magicks another bottle of scotch 
out of nowhere, twisting off the cap and downing half of it in one go. 
“Okay, reshuffle and we’ ll try this again.” 


Mexican Dream pulls the cards into his hands when a flickering in the 
corner of the apartment catches Schlatt’s eye. 


He turns so he’s face to face with the outline of a certain Brit, looking 
unsteady and ruffled with blood leaking from his forehead. 


“Ah, Wilbur. Welcome back! I knew you wouldn’t be gone for long, MD, 
deal him in, maybe now you won’t get another royal straight flush-” 


Wilbur clears his throat, which comes out as screeching static. Both dead 
men flinch violently, the noise causing Schlatt to drop his scotch, which 
slips through the floor. “Oh come on -” 


“You’re a bitch,” Wilbur says, then flickers out completely, brought back 
from the edge of death by some outside force. 


Schlatt growls lowly under his breath, while Mexican Dream’s gone back to 
shuffling his cards. The ram hybrid summons some fine wine and takes a 


swig (gotta respect your hosts) then taps into Technoblade’s consciousness, 
dropping a message in chat. 


Hey Techno. I know we’ve had our whole fun and silly schtick about my 
identity, but I have a message it is imperative you pass on. Tell Wilbur 
he’s a bitch. XOXO, Schlatt. 


The ram hybrid makes a few kissy noises for effect, then drops out just as 
he hears Techno begin to splutter and swear in response. 


“Okay, ?’'m dealing. Give em’ here.” 


Punz has been through a lot. 


They grew up in Hypixel, the same place they rescued Purpled from. They 
were possessed by a common breakfast food, burnt bridges and built them 
back up. 


But in all their years of life, through all the hardships and the scars, never, 
not once , has Punz ever been launched like a sack of potatoes. 


Disoriented, they pull their legs close into a criss-cross position on Wilbur’s 
back. Through their swimming vision, they can see Purpled jogging up to 
meet them, Fundy doing the same on their other side. 


Pink steals their vision as Quackity dumps a healing potion over their head, 
earning a yelp from them and restarting a heartbeat they hadn’t noticed was 
absent from Wilbur’s chest. Punz shakes their head like a wet dog, senses 
coming back slowly. 


“Fundy,” they growl, sparkly pink potion still dripping from the ends of 
their bangs, “the fuck was that.” 


“Wilbur,” the fox hybrid says, completely ignoring his now pink companion 
(primes, that’s going to take forever to wash out!) to step between his father 
and Purpled; the former of which has slowly raised his head, placing glasses 
back on his nose. 


“Fundy!” the dead man cries with too much cheeriness for some who just 
had their spine slammed into. “How’s my baby boy?” 


“Fine, dad, but that’s not what I’m here to discuss,” the ginger growls, 
stubbornly focusing on a patch on Wilbur’s coat’s shoulder rather than his 
face. “What we’re addressing is your behavior. You’re very creepy. And it’s 
not Okay to threaten a seventeen-year-old with pagan runes!” 


“It’s not okay to threaten a seventeen-year-old, period!” Punz pipes up, 
accepting Purpled’s hand and pulling themselves to their feet. They don’t 
miss the way Quackity lets out a low whistle, scuffing the toe of his boot in 
the dirt. 


“It’s fine ,” Wilbur drawls, standing up and directing his attention to 
Purpled, who Punz unconsciously steps in front of. “I was only going to 
curse him a little! Just enough!” He pauses to survey all the glares around 
him. “What! The kid doesn’t deserve sunshine like Tommy. Quackity , 
don’t tell me you don’t agree-” 


Quackity gives him confirmation by nailing him in the jaw with a well 
placed uppercut. 


“T regret wasting a health pot on you,” he spits. “Purpled,” he says, 
significantly softer.”Don’t listen to him, okay? You both deserve each other. 
Fuck, 1s that the time? I’ve got shit to do before everything goes down! I'll 
see you on the Prime Path later!” 


With that, the duck hybrid flutters his wings a bit and pearls away, leaving 
purple particles in his wake. 


“T don’t know what pagan runes are, but I’m going to somehow invoke 
them as I beat the absolute shit out of you,” Punz growls, advancing. 
Purpled’s hand remains tightly curled in the back of their hoodie. Wilbur 
continues rubbing his jaw, feigning disinterest, but visibly pales when the 
mercenary’s hand closes around their gold chain. 


“Yeah, no, not here. Bye!” Fundy grabs his father and his own pearl, 
catching Punz by accident as he throws it, zipping the trio away in a burst 


of purple particles, leaving Purpled alone again. 
Well, alone with Dogchamp. 


“No answers here,” he murmurs, giving the dog rubs between the ears. 
“Let’s go find Tommy instead.” Purpled ignores the pangs his fiance’s name 
brings in his heart, and begins a brisk walk. “Wilbur doesn’t know what 
he’s talking about.” 


But when has Quackity ever been trustworthy? And Punz is my brother, of 
course they’re going to defend my honor... 


Dogchamps jaws clamp the back of Purpled’s hoodie and tug harshly, 
preventing him from falling into a tunnel entrance in the sand. “ Shit ,” he 
breathes. “Thanks bud. I’m just gonna... turn my brain off for a bit.” 


Purpled doesn’t know what he’s expecting when he arrives at the 
rendezvous, but it sure as hell wasn’t this. 


The entire SMP has gathered on either side of the Prime Path, picnic 
blankets and baskets more plentiful than flowers. Purpled can see Techno 
and his dogs next to Skeppy and Bad, Foolish, his kids and Ponk (Sam’s 
bag is there... but no Sam. huh) Fundy, Punz, Wilbur and Quackity, the 
latter bickering while the former two shift uncomfortably, leaning against 
each other in third wheel solace. Puffy’s got an arm around Niki, who’s 
having an animated conversation with Jack. And that’s just who’s right in 
front of him . 


A hand catches his attention, waving wildly from the blanket next to 
Skeppy and Bad’s. Tommy’s sitting on one of the hand-knitted blankets 
he’d made for housewarming their UFO, with a picnic basket balanced on 
his knees. The way his face lights up when cerulean eyes catch violet ones 
is enough to begin to melt the ice that’s been building up in Purpled’s heart; 
and the blond and his dog bounds over to meet his fiance. 


“Purpled!” Tommy cries, pulling him into a side hug the second the alien 
hybrid sits down. “I missed you! I feel like I haven’t seen you all day!” 


“You haven’t,” Purpled murmured, melting into Tommy’s side, taking 
solace in the familiar presence of a spade-tipped tail curling around his 
wrist. 


“Are you hungry? I made food but I figured we should save it for the show, 
unless you’re hungry?” 


“I’m fine,” Purpled says, feeling tears prick in the edges of his eyes. Primes, 
Tommy’s too good. “I don’t deserve you.” 


The demon-hybrid goes stiff, and Purpled does too, a second after. /’ve 
done something wrong, haven t I? 


“Purpled, I’m going to be completely fucking honest with you for a 
moment. Are you listening?” 


He nods slowly, unwilling to meet Tommy’s eyes. The steel edge the other 
blond’s voice has gained sends shiver of fear down Purpled’s spine. 


“T think you have a fear of intimacy. I think you’re terrified of what we 
have. I think you’re terrified of getting close to people. And I think you’re 
so fucking scared that every time a doubt comes up you take it as an 
opportunity to push me away so you can feel safe again. Am I makin’ 
sense?” 


Purpled nods again, at a loss for words. What the fuck, Tommy. What the 
fuck. 


“IT don’t want to marry you if you can’t trust yourself enough to know that 
you’re loved, because you are. You’re fucking /oved Purpled, and not just 
by me. But if we’re going through with this, I need you to stop being 
scared. “Kay?” 


Purpled screws his eyes shut. Shit fuck shit fuck- I’m not scared, I’m not, 
I’m NOT- 


“Purpled.” Cool, bandaged fingers take gentle hold of his chin and tilt it up, 
causing the blond to open his eyes so they’re locked right on Tommy’s. 
They hold that for one beat, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, 
ten. “Can you be brave?” 


“T can- I can try.” 


Tommy’s freckled face breaks into a blinding grin, brighter than the sun 
reflecting off freshly-fallen snow. “That’s perfect for right now. Love ya!” 
the demon hybrid punctuates with a kiss to his fiance’s hairline. 


“*’..Love you too,” Purpled says slowly, settling back into Tommy’s side. 


And you know what? The world doesn’t end. Time doesn’t slow down or 
rip and the sky doesn’t fall and the butterflies and bees keep buzzing and 
everything’s okay . It’s okay. 


“Tt’s starting!” Tommy says, his excitement spilling over in giggles. 
“What’s starting?” 


“T have no idea!” 


Two competitors take the stage. 


Philza Minecraft, the oldest and only man ever. Majestic in his stature, 
green robes fluttering despite the lack of wind, broken wings stretched to 
their still impressive wingspan. His sandals don’t make a sound on the 
Prime Path’s wooden planks and he swivels to face his competitor. 


Awesamdude’s claws click on the path as he takes his own position, centaur 
body drawn up to its full height, nearly twice that of Philza’s. He’s adorned 
in just his chestplate and crown, muscles rippling down the exposed green- 

freckled skin of his arms, midnight black eyes scrutinizing the enemy. 


Philza raises his arms and a murder of crows swoop in to take their places, 
lining each side of the path and boxing them in. 


The two brace themselves, preparing to run towards each other. 
“THREE!” Techno yells. 

“TWO!” Skeppy chimes in. 

“HAHA! ONE!” Connor shouts, just for the meme. 


“GO!” Tommy yells, bouncing out of his seat and displacing a half asleep 
Purpled, who flails as he tries to gather his bearings. 


Phil and Sam dive at each other. 


Phil quickly pivots so Sam runs straight past him, but the creeper hybrid 
digs a clawed hand into the path, swinging his other half around and diving 
right back at Phil without missing a beat, smoke billowing from the vents in 
his mask. 


Phil flaps his wings for extra air as he kicks straight at Sam’s face, throwing 
him off enough that the budding explosions in his palms die out. The crow 
father slips between his competitor’s legs and prepares to attack when he’s 
vulnerable, but realizes all too late that something's missing. 


Sam lets out a guttural laugh, mixed with almost coughing as more smoke 
pours from his mask, beginning to create a cloud around their arena. 
Despite his mouth being obscured, Sam’s grin is more than conveyed by the 
devilish glint in his eyes, and the green striped bucket hat secured between 
his horns with the crown. 


“ GET FUCKED! ” He screams, hysterical with laughter at the same time 
that Ponk contributes a “WOOOOOO!” and Foolish pipes up “Get em’, 
babe!” (Contrary to popular belief, some people on this server do know how 
to communicate! ) 


Philza, despite this setback, will not be phased. He reaches for the hat but 
then fakes out, grabbing Sam’s shoulder instead and swinging himself onto 


the creeper hybrid’s back, just out of reach as Sam attempts to buck him 
off. 


Suddenly, the smoke gets exponentially thicker as all the fight drops out of 
Sam, and a low growl begins to vibrate through the air. Chills go up 
everyone’s spine, and even Phil murmurs, “uh oh,” as he’s replacing his hat 
and taking the crown for good measure. The Warden’s eyes meet Phil’s. 
“Good boy,” he says, bopping the tip of the gas mask before vaulting off the 
Warden’s back and booking it; while the most feared creature in the SMP 
tears after him. 


“T’m not even walking down the aisle!” Tommy says, snaking an arm 
beneath Purpled’s to hike his fiance up to eye level. “Some people are just 
so fucking ridiculous '” He grins at Purpled, waiting for a reaction, and all 
the blond can do is laugh. 
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Tommy wants this to be perfect . 


And that means following everything to a T. So despite his protests, Tommy 
made sure that Purpled spent the night at Punz’s house instead of at the 
UFO so the fiances couldn’t see each other till they were ready to be 
married. 


The downside is, Tommy wakes up alone. 


This isn’t the first time that Purpled’s spent a night away from the UFO 
since moving in, no, he’s had to work at Las Nevadas that requires 
overnights often. But on those days, Tommy’s always found somewhere 


else to hole up, somewhere he isn’t alone. The hovel, Snowchester, the 
Antarctic Empire, hell, even Bad and Skeppy’s place once. 


But Tommy’s getting married today, and right now he’d rather not have 
someone else on top of him about it. 


Fuck, he’s getting married today! 


That mere thought is nearly enough to stave off the cold that comes with 
waking up in an empty house- key work nearly . Tommy slips on his softest 
cardigan and then one of Purpled’s hoodies for good measure, but still 
shivers as he straps on his netherite leg. 


“I’m fine, Shroud,” he insists as the spider takes their place on his 
shoulders, chittering worriedly. 


Still, the spider’s eight eyes bore into him through their reflection in the 
mirror as Tommy goes through his morning routine- brushes his teeth, 
washes his face, runs a hand through his hair so 1f poofs up in the way he 
likes. 


His fingers linger on the white streak, curling into it. “What do you think, 
Shroud?” The spider chitters, and Tommy huffs a soft laugh, letting it go. 

“Yeah. Not too long ago, I woulda chopped it right off, yeah? Now...” he 

meets his eyes in the mirror. “Now it’s just a part of me. I’m no hypocrite, 
Shroud.” 


Sunken cheeks, never fading eyebags... freckles, bright eyes, fluffy and soft 
hair. 


Tommy turns to his hands, and begins to unravel. 


Shroud makes a worried noise as Tommy’s breath catches in his throat with 
every scar revealed, having to stop more and more to make sure he was still 
breathing. As each dirty, curling bandage falls away into the sink, Tommy’s 
more and more grateful he’s facing this alone. J don t think I'd ever be able 
to face this with someone else around. 


Despite the strength other’s love and support gives him, Tommy hates, 
hates, hates being perceived as weak. It’s gotten better as he’s recovered 
and gotten closer to his friends again, he’s more willing to accept and show 
others the vulnerable parts of himself, but this? He has to do this alone, 
where no one can interrupt, no one can worry, no one can pity him. 


Shroud’s claw tipped legs are a grounding presence in his shoulders as he 
just stares, stares, stares, stares. 


Shaking violently, one hand raises up to grab the handle on the medicine 
cabinet, pulling it open and grabbing a health pot. 


“T... actually don’t think I’ve ever done this before,” Tommy says almost 
inaudibly, as a few drops spill over the top of the bottle when his hands, 
now violently shaking, uncork it. “But I’m getting married... and I’m not 
going to stand in my own fuckin’ way of getting what I want- wait, no, fuck 
that, getting what I deserve this time.” 


Sparkly pink liquid coats his hands, sinking into each scar and nearly 
sending Tommy into a full blown panic attack because suddenly it’s just so 
MUCH. 


The bandages had deprived his hands of sensory input besides scratchy 
cloth for so long that the smooth warmth of the health pot was 
overwhelming, not to mention he could feel every cell begin to heal, every 
open wound close and stitch itself over, so much so that his vision began to 
darken. 


Dropping his forearms harshly against the sink, Tommy’s head bobbed in 
between them while Shroud nipped at his ear, desperate to keep their boy 
from passing out. 


“T’m fine, I’m fine,” he murmurs, only half believing it as the sensation 
begins to fade. Daring a glance at his hands, he’s not even surprised. 


While they’ve gained a healthier color and all the scars have faded to white 
or pink, they’re all still there . They’ve been ingrained so long into his skin 
without proper treatment that they’ ve become a part of him, a part no 


amount of health pots could ever smooth over. “It’s okay,” he breathes out, 
pushing himself up. “It’s fine.” 


And it is! Tommy dons the white gloves he’s picked out for his outfit today, 
sliding them over the bandage-less skin and feeling okay. 


He quickly gets dressed, bids Glory and Shroud goodbye, and begins to trot 
down the Prime Path towards Eret’s castle. 


The entire weight of the world has been lifted off Tommy’s shoulders, 
through his hands. The sun is shining and there’s a soft breeze that ever-so- 
slightly lifts Tommy’s bangs, and the click-click-click of his leg is barely 
audible due to the way he’s practically floating above the path. Tommy’s 
never felt this light in his life- or at least hasn’t for a very, very long time. 


He almost wishes he had wings like Purpled’s, so he could catch the breeze 
and ride the winds the rest of the way to the castle, like how Phil used to 
take him flying when he was younger. 


Before everything. 


Tommy shakes his head slightly and picks up his pace into a run, something 
he hasn’t done in forever. /’m going to get married, not stay stuck in the 
past. Phil’s going to be here to support me today. He fought Sam and holed 
up in a tree for seven hours last week while the Warden hunted him down 
for the right to have an honor neither of them were actually going to get. 
My dads going to be there, and everything s going to be fine. 


“T?M GETTING FUCKIN’ MARRIED!” Tommy can’t help but shout, his 
peals of laughter getting swept away by the wind as he races up to the 
entrance of Eret’s castle, weaving in and out of plastic pink flamingos, 
vaulting over others and ending in a roll for effect, nearly knocking his own 
leg off. 


Eret yanks open the door just as Tommy rolls inside, nearly faceplanting 
after he stands; saved only by Eret’s hand on his shoulder. 


{?? 


“Oh goody, you’re here!” She says, dressed today in a white poet’s shirt and 
black leggings, her hair done up on her head to fit inside the crown. “Come 
on, come on! Your outfit’s all ready, we just have to add the flowers!” 


Tommy’s more than happy to bound after them, grinning ear to ear. 
Primes, I’m getting married. 


“It's impressive how little you’ve moved,” Eret remarks, finishing up the 
adjustments for the slits that allow Purpled’s wings to slip through the back 
of the shirt. “Your wings haven’t even twitched a bit.” 


All Purpled can offer is a noise of affirmation, hands clenching and 
unclenching. 


It’s weird. He’s never held so still in his life- being a mercenary and 
growing up in Hypixel, one can never let their guard down, one can never 
stand still. You’ve always got to be moving, moving, moving. 


But one who lives that life probably isn’t getting married either, so maybe 
he’s just a singularity. 


“Done!” Eret says, taking Purpled’s hand and helping him down so he can 
lead him to the full length mirror. “Come see!” 


It’s a well-fitting silk purple shirt, rolled up at the elbows to tease the 
existence of his Hypixel tattoos. A black vest corsets his torso, and small 
gold pins adorn the collar- one for his groom, the others for his groomsmen. 
A gold chain hangs from his belt over the pressed black pants, and the 
netherite threads woven into his gloves catch the light and sparkle. It’s not 
much, but it’s nicer than anything he’s ever worn. 


And Purpled himself? Well, if he saw this guy on the street and didn’t know 
him, he’d believe that he’d deserve today. 


“Not bad, huh? You didn’t give me much to work with but I think you look 
incredibly dapper, if I do say so myself!” Eret pipes up, beginning to busy 


herself with cleaning up. “Everything else is ready bud, they’re just waiting 
on you and me! I’m going to go get dressed and Sam’II come get you. Good 
luck!” They kiss him on the head and wave with a flourish, before leaving 
Purpled alone with himself and his reflection. 


“Primes,” he giggles, catching another look of himself in the mirror. “I’m 
getting married |” 


“Dream. You have a visitor.” 


The masked prisoner practically backflips to get up from where they’re 
sitting on the floor, rushing to the edge of Pandora’s Vault to await the 
visitor. 


“It’s been too long Tommy, I was hoping you’d come back sooner! We 
weren’t finished!” they murmur, practically vibrating with excitement. “You 
have to tell me a// about your new husband!” 


But when the lava parts, it’s not Tommy standing there. 
It’s none other than Jack-fucking-Manifold. 


“Make it quick!” Sam calls, dressed in a full tux despite being at the prison? 
And come to think of it, Jack’s all dressed up too. 


“For sure!” Jack calls back, hopping into the obsidian box. “Dream.” 


“Jack Manifold,” they say, crossing their arms. “Sorry, but I can’t remember 
anything I’ve done to cause this visit. Unless of course you’re here to break 
me out, in that case, Jack Manifold! My best bud!” 


“Save it,” Jack snaps, pulling a covered dish from his inventory. “I’ve come 
to offer my condolences.” 


“What?” 


{?? 


“Tommy’s getting married today, and you weren’t invited 


“WHAT?! 2!” 


“But no matter!” Jack says, oblivious to the way Dream is basically tearing 
out their hair. “I’ve brought you spaghetti to make up for this loss!” 


“You brought me what?” 


“Toodles!” Jack calls, skipping onto the platform through the lava pit, 
before he and Sam absolutely book it out of the Vault. 


Dream just stands there, trying to process what’s happening. Tommy’s 
getting married? Again? And spaghetti? What the actual fuck is up with this 
server? 


“You know,” Dream says to the air, even though they know no one’s 
listening this time. “Maybe I should just give up on you guys. I think this 
server is hopeless. I should go find another server to become a ruthless 
dictator and manipulate teenagers on.” They pull the pasta dish towards 
them and begin to unwrap it. “What a weird gesture though. He framed it as 
something nice, but I know there’s not a single person on this server who 
knows I can’t eat gluten-” 


They pause, all of a sudden aware of another set of eyes. Dream closes their 
own, straightening their shoulder to affirm their posture and switch 
immediately into Villain™ mode. 


Yes! Finally all my rehearsal will be put to use! 


“Oh,” they say, standing up. “So you did decide to come by and inform me 
of the impending marriage ceremony-” 


They’re cut off by a bark. 


“What?” Dream turns and finds themselves faced with... Tommy’s 
husband’s mutt? They squint at it, noting the color of its collar, then snap 
their fingers. “Graped! That was his name! Wow, Sam’s really bad at 
guessing games, I never would’ve gotten that.” 


The dog is unbothered by this, choosing instead to ignore them and gently 
take hold of the plate of spaghetti, before zooming through the cosmos of 
time and space as dogs do when they’re too far from their partners. 


Leaving Dream alone and spaghetti-less once more. 


“NOOOOOOOQOOOOOOOOOOO0O0!”’ they shout, falling to their knees in 
despair. “I COULDN’T EVEN EAT THAT BUT IT WAS THE THOUGHT 
THAT COUNTS!” 


Across the server, as Sam’s heading to Purpled’s dressing room he nearly 
stumbles over Dogchamp, who’s zipping through the cosmos of time and 
space carrying Jack’s spaghetti dish. 


“Holy shit,” he says, dumbfounded. “I can’t believe that worked.” 


“Thanks,” Purpled says, rubbing Dogchamp’s ears. “But it’s fine.” 


He takes the spaghetti and places it on a table, smiling ruefully. “Thanks for 
always bringing me spaghetti when I need it, but I don’t think I do anymore. 
I’m ready- I’m ready to make my own happiness.” He turns to Dogchamp, 
genuine excitement beginning to color his smile. “This is the formal end to 
our spaghetti-saga, hm? Let’s go, flower boy!” 


Sam knocks not even a second later, offering an arm. His eyes shine with a 
level of pride he’s never even seen before, a kind of fatherly love that 
makes his wings flutter and knees weak. 


Oh, boy. I could get used to this. 


They step into Church Prime and the organ rings out, while Dogchamp 
bounds ahead down the aisle, spinning in circles so that petals flutter from 
his basket and decorate the carpet. The midday sun pours through the 
stained glass skylights, bathing the room in all colors of the rainbow. The 
whole thing looks like it’s straight out of a dream, and Purpled prays he 
doesn't wake up with every step. 


All eyes on them mean nothing as his own look up to the altar. Bad, who’s 
shrunk down to a still impressive ten feet, stands in the middle to officiate. 
On his side, Punz is sobbing, while Fundy’s got one hand on them, rubbing 
comforting circles on the back of their tux and using the other to fend off 
Charlie, who’s attempting to dap them up. 


On the other side, Tubbo’s standing stiffly, his hand in Ranboo’s. Techno’s 
at the end of the line, face scrunched up in a way that reveals the internal 
battle of don t cry dont cry dont cry- 


And then there’s Tommy. 


Purpled has a thought that the demon hybrid should’ve been the one to walk 
down the aisle, because in addition to his red shirt, black bowtie and 
matching suit jacket and pants, he’s got a long, flowy red train with white 
flowers woven into the seams; causing it to ripples and flow like a sea and 
create an illusion of movement. It’s beautiful and incredible and way way 
shows up what Purple’s wearing. 


But it doesn't matter, not really. Because Sam’s looking at him like that and 
this day is about him, too and despite how much he sometimes wishes he 
was Purpled isn’t Tommy, and that outfit is so wholeheartedly Zommy while 
Purpled’s is so wholeheartedly himself. 


They make it to the altar while the last note rings out, Sam taking his place 
among the groomsmen and Purpled taking his own across from Tommy, 
who passes their bouquet to Tubbo so he can hold Purpled’s hands. 


“Ready?” Tommy whispers. 
“Ready,” Purpled whispers back, matching his fiance’s grin. 
This is actually happening. 


“We are gathered here today...” Bad begins, but Purpled can’t hear a word. 
It’s not like it even matters though, because he’s getting married to Tommy- 
fucking-innit. 


“Love,” Tommy begins, and of shit , they’re at the vows already! Purpled 
snaps to attention, suddenly cold. Fuck, fuck, fuck. 


I didnt write my vows . 


The demon hybrid’s eyes search his own for a second, making sure he’s 
there. When he’s satisfied, he continues; but there’s a worried glint in his 
eye. 


“Love. It looks like hair, no longer its natural color. It looks like hoodies, 
stolen and gifted and torn apart and sewn back together. It looks like a 
flying saucer, suspended by stained glass and sheer power of will. It looks 
like a dog, like a cow, like a spider. It looks like the life we built together.” 


Purpled’s breath catches in his throat. Five, four, three, two, one. His vows, 
but hes also calming me down. 


Tommy notices Purpled’s caught on, and his grin gets even brighter. 
Primes, I love you. 


“Love feels like a bed warmed by someone you love. It feels like sweat 
after a sparring session. It feels like the embrace of someone else. And it 
feels like fear- fear I’ve never been more ready to face. 


“Love sounds the hiss of cooking. Like uncontrollable laughter. Like 
crying, but crying somewhere safe. 


“Love smells like an odd mixture of caramel and oregano.” That earns a 
couple laughs, and blood rushes to Purpled’s cheeks, but he doesn’t take his 
eyes off Tommy. “And it smells like hot chocolate during the first snow of 
the year. 


“Finally. Love tastes like scrambled eggs on early mornings in a kitchen 
with way too many ovens.” His grip on Purpled’s hands tightens. “I love 
you. And I’m ready.” 


“Purpled?” Bad asks, and the blond shakes himself out a little. “Okay.” 


Purpled has nothing scripted, nothing prepared. So he starts talking. “You 
once told me you thought I had a fear of intimacy. And you know what, 
Tommy? You were right. You were absolutely right. I do have a fear of 
intimacy, a fear of letting myself be loved.” His grip on Tommy’s hands 
tightens, and he takes a long, deep breath. 


“But in spite of that, I’ve learned a lot about intimacy and what it really is. 
It isn’t just love and happiness all of the time . It’s not about giving 
everything you’ve got to someone else. You can keep secrets, you can have 
solitude, you can still be yourself and love and love someone else. 


“But it’s not just a feeling. It’s a choice, and it’s not fucking easy. You’ ve 
got to commit yourself. Tell the truth, and trust yourself. Laugh easily, cry 
easily, Have patience, and be willing to be vulnerable. Be willing to fail. 
And I know it's hypocritical for me to say all this, but it's stuff ve learned 
and really pushing myself to apply, because I deserve it, and more than 
anything, you do, Tommy. 


“Everything gets lost, broken, stolen, worn out. Everyone suffers, everyone 
dies. We all grow older and go through so much . But... pain ends, and so 
does everything else.” Purpled takes a long breath, aware of all eyes on 
him. Aware of the way Tommy’s staring at him, tears pooling in his 
cerulean eyes and a smile playing at his lips, despite his disbelieving 
expression. 


“And more than anything I’ve learned that no act of love is ever wasted. 
And despite how sometimes it felt you didn’t mean it, I don’t care. You said 
you loved me and I believed you. Therefore it was an act of love and I 
promise I didn’t waste it.” 


Purpled’s not quite sure who he’s talking to at this point. He just rambles 
and rambles, until there’s nothing left to say. But there is. One final thing. 


“You said I have a fear of intimacy.” 
Squeezing his husband s hands, Purpled leans in close. 


“I’m not afraid anymore.” 


Chapter End Notes 
wow. okay. I'm about to get super sappy here, okay? okay. 


I cannot even begin to thank you, the readers, enough for the impact 
this fic's made on my life. The decision to begin writing and the 
incredible success I achieved from it is what inspired me to continue 
and explore the community, which is how I've made so many amazing 
friends and been exposed to so many incredible authors! Even during 
some of the darkest parts of my life, during my hiatus, I never stopped 
thinking about this fic. The comments and kudos people continually 
left kept me thinking and thinking about how I might've made 
someone's day so much better by posting, by creating my little 
universe for people to get lost in. I knew from the very beginning, even 
when I was losing steam, that I was never going to quit. That this was 
too important to give up on. So I want to thank all of you guys for how 
you've changed my life so goddamn much. It's truly incredible. 


I have barely a foot in the DSMP fandom these days, and the 
characters in the two fics I'm working on right now are only tied to the 
source material through name and appearance. However, I will 
continue creating content for the fandom, even if the characters are ooc 
and they feel more original than anything- but these are my plans for 
the future. I love the community I've found and the writing me and my 
friends do to the leave the fandom completely. 


Finally, I would like to thank my sister for letting me read out my 
chapters to her and laughing at the jokes I wrote. It's really nice to see 
someone laugh at something you made yourself laugh with. And my 
friends! Bog, Grassy, Rosie, everyone over there on discord.com in 
those writing servers- you're all awesome and great and so inspiring 
and it's amazing to have met you all. 


OKAY! I'm done being sappy now! 
For the final time: thanks for reading! 


-that woosh kai 


twitter 
tumblr 
instagram 


_goldenduo wedding sketch 
beeduo wedding sketch 


my designs: 
- purpled 
- tommy_ 
- the bros 


THE FANART 

- a better future 

- walking towards the sunrise 

- flying. 

sweater boys. 

- red and purple 

"they touch each other's faces that's for sure" 
- sunrise 

- hugs. 

- "I'm just going... to leave this here" 
- rise before dawn 

the cold snow can hold warmth 
bush bros forever! 

- winter's pause 

- unproportioned beeduo 

- soon when spring comes 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you 
enjoyed their work! 


